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CHAPTER L 

The reader who has accompanied me thus 
far, needs not be told that my predilections are 
not for cities, and may have surmised my ayer- 
sion towards/what are termed in the parlance of 
war sti'ong places. They only who have been 
<^ cribbed and cabined^ for months together 
withki the walls of a garrison, can fully com- 
prehend the vigorous simplicity of Cowper's 
obvious, but noi the less original phrase — 

*• God inad«11iecocmtr3r» a&A aammftdc the t^wn.*'— 

And notfamg Aaxt of sitdi a sitaatioii can 

b2 


4 THE PSI£8T, AXD 

^ve a true relish for the open walks of nattzre, 
where, to use Lord Baoon^s words, " the scent 
of sir comes and goes like the warbUngs of 
music,'' 

In the ramparted cages to which I allude, 
every thing is stagnant. All possibility of im- 
provement is excluded, for a boundary is set to 
moral as well as physical expansion ; and an 
unbroken mediocrity is decreed for generation 
after generation. The town seems to have 
sprung, like the children of the fabled mytho- 
logy, at once from infancy to manhood. A 
dwarfish precocity has forced the place from its 
plan to its completion ; and it stands a prema- 
ture pattern of still life and middle age, with- 
out the pleasing, irregularities of a young 
establishment, or the touching prognostics of 
picturesque decay. The inhabitants partake of 
this prim formality. They are the most regular 
and least amiable of beings. All the functions 
of society seem performed by beat of drum. 
Nothing degenerates or improves. Variety, the 
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brightest charm of life, is unworshijqped where 
the despotism of monotcmy is bowed down ta 
Not one sentiment, or impulse, or instinct, seems 
to revel uncontrouled ; and I doubt which caL 
dilation is more coni^dered — the quantity of 
{sovisions which the population may consume, 
or the number of mouths which it is expedient 
to provide for its consumption. All th» matter, 
of-fact slavery is most revolting to one of my 
rambling turn ; and it is rarely that I cross the 
drawbridge of a garriaon town. 

One evening, however, during a straggling 
tour through Flandars, I found myself almost 
benighted at the gate of <lne of its strongest 
fortresses, at that time held by some Prusaans, 
forming part of the army of occupation under 
the Duke of Wellington'^s command. I had 
hoped to pass roun^} the place, and reach a vil« 
lage a couple of leagues further on my route f 
but I had loitered in pursuit of a scattered 
oovey of birds that had led me a long and fruits 
lass chace across the almost interminable pkins. 
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The dusky hace of a September evemng forced 
me to give up the pursuit; mnd the ni^t was 
neariy ckxang in as I recovered the main road, 
axid trudged along, listening to the rustling of 
the breexe in the standii^ oats that skirted 
each sick of the payed causeway. The business 
of the day being over, the peasaititd of this un« 
lovely r^ion had dil closed th^ hut% and shut 
theur eyes no doubt, upcm the joyless worlds 
The desolate bleakness around me made me- 
almost long for darkness^ as preferable to the 
dim monotony of the scene. The distent 
drums and bugles from the town broke at length 
on my ear, as they sounded their day dirge to^ 
the garrison within ; and Ae wild bkst with its 
rolling acoompamment awoke a train of thoughts- 
of many a former associate, scattered across the 
surface of ^ earth or deeply shrined beneath it. 
Every step I took seenud to rouse a xecoUec^ 
taoUy like the spint of some departed scene ; and 

1 walked ^m, in in»gined communion with the 
diades of a less matenal workL 
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The aouiids gnuimSkj died sway, and I en. 
tered the wretcbed suburb that looked 13ke a 
dangling eKcrescawe to the place. The houteg 
of this subutb were so taieeiafale that I, thoii:^fa 
Bever over-mee, could not reconcile mjself to 
their outode appearance, at y^itare my foot 
within ; so I walked up to the moat of a little 
outwork thrown before the fdaoey and, answer* 
hag the hoarse diaUenge of a Frussiau sentinel, 
demanded that the hiidge mi^ be low^:ed and 
X admitted into the town* 

It k not necessary to detail die worrying, 
but perhaps essentiid, fofanalities which con* 
sumed nearly an hour, befinie I could take 
possession o£ a comfortless bed in die nearest 
inn. The night passed oyer as it night ; and I 
rose early, preparing to oontiane my joumey. 
But the clouds lowered, and the rain poured 
down, and I was obliged to postpone my depar- 
ture, and submit to my irksome imprMGnment 
While I breakfiftsted and attempted to read or 
write a litde, I heard the wdl remembered call 
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for parade^ blown by the bugles and echoed by 
the drums. There was something vivifying in 
the sound, which I conjectured to mean more 
than a mere garrison muster on so wet a morn- 
ing. I aroused Ranger from his slumber, and 
proposed a walk, preferring the certainty (^ a 
shower without, in seardi of the meaning of 
these notes of preparation, to the tedium of a 
sojourn within. We accordingly sallied out 
into the street, and soon came to the principal 
square, where the regular garrison was already 
in the ranks, and the national guard straggling 
in. All the authorities <^ the place were soon 
collected ; and the crowd was made up of an 
incongruous assemblage of military, civil, and 
religious distinctions. In answer to my enqui* 
ries, I was infmned that in honor of some royal 
reminiscence, a Td Deum was about to be 
chanted in the cathedral church, and all the 
preliminary arranganents being completed, the 
procession was quickly formed ; and as the town 
clock struck twelve it began its march. It 
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rmned violently ; and whether from this cauMj 
or the more probable one of indifference to these 
sort of things, but few of the townVpe(q)le 
attended; but the train was swelled out by 
some curious or idle interlopers, among whom 
myself and Ranger made muster. The fcnrdgn 
part of the warlike train seemed ill at ease under 
the shower that was tarnishing their lace and 
accoutrements ; the citizen-soldiers looked sulky 
and tawdry ; the town magistrates tripped min* 
dngly across the dirty pavement in thdr silk 
stockings and scarfs ; the priests alone trudged 
carelessly through the gutters, their vestments 
dabbling in the mud, their hats under their 
arms, their tonsured skulls exposed to th^ cold 
and the invidious drops which trickled through 
their shabby umbrellas. 

From the Hotel de Ville whence we started, 
we were accompanied to church by a band of 
music, which, wiih the regular troops, formed, 
in t^o lines at each side of the open porch. As- 
I looked through the vista made by their ranks^ 
bS 
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I saw the masnve columm of the church withini 
standing in dusky solemnity^ and forming a 
lengthened avenue, beyond which I caught a 
ghmpse of the altar, shining far away in gor- 
geous decoration. Some scattered attendants in 
white surplices flitted to and &o across its 
steps ; and the vapours of incense, mixed with 
the duskier clouds exhaled by the gigantic 
tapers, threw an air (^ awful mystery over the 
distant scene. 

As I gazed, and already seemed to catch the 
diadowy inspiration of the place, I was startled 
—almost shocked indeed — to observe the lead, 
ing priest preceded up the aisle by four drum* 
mers and about a dozen of the national guards 
the former rolling their drums, the echoes of 
which reverberated wildly through the building. 
To my increainng astoniriiment and dismay, 
this advanced party ascended the steps of die 
altar, and their careless yet measured tramp 
Struck with unholy echoes upon the sa6red 
floor. They ranged themselves at each side^ to 


tfae total exdiMMXi of their reveread foUowen, 
yAo occupied fleals nosed in front at some yards 
Astaace. Sereral ISemaks were in the churdi 
before our anxral, and being all in their Uie 
dresses, decorated widi flowers, and g^ierally 
good looking, tbej threw a lifter grace upon 
the otherwise sombre senile. The goneral and 
his 8ta£P, with the magistracy and some decently 
attired drilians, came next in order. I was 
amongst this group, to which snoceeded the less 
respectaUe looking stragglers, and a few old 
wcmien of the lower class. Banger had sUpped 
in imobserFedy and crouched nervously between 
mylqgs. 

Tfae military were ranged down the aisle in 
tri^e ranks, with bayonets fixed and shouldered 
anas, their loi^ plumes waring l^gh above the 
bare heads ci the less privileged qpeotators. 
The bustle of their arrangement having sub^ 
sided and order being obtained, the Te Demm 
commenced. The performers were staticmed in 
the gallery at the farthest extremity of the 
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church, and as the soft pealings of the <»gaa 
swelled out their opening cadences, the notes 
seemed to sink into my heart, and calmed tor 
a while the rather ruffled sensations excited by 
the former parts of the ceremony;. 

But this quiet tone was soon broken in upon, 
when the orchestra, vocal and instrumental, 
chimed forth its dissonant interruption. The 
performers altogether did not exceed a dozen; 
and the faint scrapings of some ill-tuned violins, 
mingled with harsh voices, grated odiously upon 
my ear, and seemed a mockery of the solemn 
place. Their discord was at times most season* 
ably interrupted by the rattling of the inde- 
fatigable drummers, who on one occasion rather 
overdid their parts ; for an old priest, whose 
phy«ognomy spoke him at once good-natured 
and irascible, motioned them with violent ges- 
tures to desist. But, ludicrously enough, they 
supposed that the actions of raising his arm, 
striking his clenched fist against his thigh, 
stamping his foot, and shaking his head, urged 
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them to increase their labours — and indeed his 
movements were any thing but piamMifno— 
and the noise was in consequence for a time in- 
creased ten*-fold. Twice during the ceremony 
the altar guard presented arms, and went 
through some other evolutions^^which found no 
imitation from the ranks, formed down the aisle, 
standing suff and formal as if on their regular 
parade. 

When the music had ceased, two of the best 
dressed and best looking of the ladie^ went 
round to collect money, and smilingly solicited 
contributions for their alver plates. Two or 
three pieces of gold and a few of the larger silver 
coins rewarded their efforts. I thought myself 
almost too moder^e in my donation, but was 
quite surpassed in economy by a flashy looking 
native beside me, decorated with the cross of 
the legion of honour, and two other orders to 
boot, who placed a sous on the plate with a 
significant glance at me, which seemed to say 
" You are a Greenhorn r 
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The procesocm left the churdi, fiorming the 
flame order in wUch it bad advanced. I quitted 
it at the door — filled with reflections on the scene 
I had just witnessed ; indulging in the recol- 
lections whidi it forced of the inmple worship I 
had been from infancy accustcnned to; and 
wondering at the proneness of military nations 
and proud sects, to convert the temple of th^ 
God into a place of arms, and frighten at the 
point o£ the bayonet each better iliought that 
should rise in pinity to Heavai. 
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CHAPTER II. 


Ths erowd of aMociations which hurried 
acro88 my brain seemed to hring with them the 
necesnty <^ fresh air and a green-wood walk. I 
felt the cramped streets too narrow %r me; and 
knowing that go in what directbn I might, I 
should soon reach the limits of the town, and 
come to the elm-planted promenade of the ram- 
parts, I moved forward, and quickly gained an 
<qpening that led me fairly upon than. The 
day had brightened up, but the earth was sdll 
wet, and I had the consolation of seeing the 
whole extent <^ the rampart deserted, except 
by two or three sentinels, moving thdr human 
madnnery of arms and l^;s in the nooks of the 
bastions, where they had to pace out their hours 
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of watch. I stopped for aa instant at the bead 
of a flight of wooden steps, inserted into the inner 
face of the mound, and I cast down alternate 
looks upon the crowded town which it defended 
and the dreary country which it shut out. An 
embrasure, from which a cannon of large cali- 
bre progected, permitted me a view of the ditdi 
and drawbridge, as well as a pardal peep at the 
face of the covered way. In the ditch below, 
which was quite jlry, and converted into an ex- 
teofflve kil^hen garden, an inhabitant of the 
suburb was dressing up a plot of v^^tables. A 
few peasants in starched caps, slouched hats, 
blue coats or bodices, breeches or petticoats, as 
the case might be, were clattering with their 
heavy sabots across the bridge, and disap* 
peaiing under the massive portaL The brick 
walls at each side had their levd faces pitted 
here and there by the marks of cannon shot, by 
which the town had been assailed in the short 
and deeisave campaign of the preceding iqniiig. 
But these skin<deep traces, and the crumbling 
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remains of a couple of earth4brmed redoubts, 
a few hundred yards in front of the j4ace» .wei« 
the only actual mementos of war. The sullen 
looking cannons, thor heaps of rusty balls beside 
them, and the plodding sentries padng baclu 
wards and forwards, were mere mechanical ap- 
purtenances of what might be dither quiet parade 
or deadly strife. I defy fate to place a man in a 
portion where martial glory and its instrumentf 
could present a meaner or less imposing aspect. 
Coming close after the sc^[ie I had Utfit behind, 
few situations could be more favourable to that 
train of pro»ng philosophy which will foroe 
itself, when least called for, upon the observer 
who has nothing to do but think. I felt^ 
accordingly, falling fast into a minted labyrinth 
of metaphysics and morali^, when my atteotioQ 
was caught by a figure approaching me from 
the most distant visible part of the ramparts— I 
soon discovered it to be that of an old reUgieux; 
and, as I distinguished the flowing drapery of 
bis black serg^ dress, bis small cocked hat carn^ 
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in one hand, his pray^ book in the other^ 
and the olvery locks which* floated out frcNn 
beneath hii Mack leather ncull-cap, I recogniied 
him for the priest, whose interference with the 
drummers had attracted my attention during the 
chant of the TV Deum. After a time he 
stcqiped and looked around him, and, his visiim 
not being quite as sharp as mine, he seemed 
satisded that he was alone and imobserved. 
He therefore fokled the dn^>ery of his cassodc 
still closer to his person, put his hat more 
securely under his arm, opened his missal, 
threw a glance towarcb heaven, crossed himsdf^ 
and began to read. Hts devotion was instan^ 
taneous and intense. So much so that he passed 
dose.enougfa under the branches of the trea 
i^ainst which I leaned, to admit of the rain 
drops pattering upon the page, without his ob- 
serving me or appearing sensible to the £dling 
moisture. He iock several short turns in this 
abstracted mood, muttering aknid his pious and 
rapid invocations; and I at length, from an 
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kftpulse <^ curionty, at jomethn^ kf8 frivdous 
peiiiape, raxdyed to break in upon his occupa* 
&m and aecoet him. I aooordiiigly, after a 
farced cough Buffidendy loud to excite his ob* 
mrvatiOD, took off mj hat and addresaed him in 
the respectful tone habitual, I suppose, to evoy 
one who approadies age and piety, yet widi a 
aaanner verging sufiEudently on the familiar to 
shew that I meant something more than a mere 
passing salutation. He stopped short, looked 
full upon me an instant, as if striving to recol- 
lect my face, closed the book^ and reptied to 
my address in terms of simple dvility and widi 
a benevolent- air. The first st^ thus taken, I 
tetJly did not well know how to make a second; 
and I felt that momentary embarrassment likely 
a^mgh to {cikfw an actual breach of the ice — 
the common illustration of sudi a case» My dd 
companion, however^ was one of the last persons 
in the world with whoma man might be subject to 
a fit of awkwardness. Hehadnot analomof the 
beling whidi makes some people take pleasure 
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in seeing others ill at ease with themselves. H« 
was too humble in heart to imagine himself for an 
instant an object of restraint on any one ; and 
more happily still, he had a fluency of thought 
and tongue which was of all things the most 
cc^nvenient for allowing those he talked with to 
recover their self-possesaon. He therefore com- 
pletely took the lead in the colloquy ; and his 
loquacity flowed on for some time in a quiet 
stream of common-place remarks, on the weather 
and other topics of conversational trade, which 
every one may deal in without much ^ sense or 
any licence. 

In the very short replies whidr-I here and 
there edged in, there was no room {or a betrayal 
of my foreign ptxmunciation ; but I had no 
sooner uttered half-a-dozen sentences tc^ther, 
in the way of commentary on some twenty ot 
thirty which he had poured forth consecutively, 
than he made corresponding pauses of foot and 
tongue, and lajring bis hand gendy on my arm, 
he looked steadily for a moment in my face, and 
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hsked tne if I were not English. I made an a»- 
tenting bow, which he replied to by a nod of the 
head, a ^^ hem,^ and a half-smothered ugh that 
i(9unded hoarsely hollow as it escaped him. He 
stepped on at a brisker pace than befcNre, occa* 
iionally shaking his head, uttering such imper- 
feet sounds as the one just described, and striking 
his hand at timea against his thigh and his breast 
It was evident that some painful feeling was la- 
bouring within, and from a sharp observation of 
the workings of his countenance, I saw that but 
very little excitement was wanting to make him 
^ve vent to his emotions in a fit of pasdon or a 
flood of tears. Not willing to lead him into 
such a betrayal of weakness, I endeavoured to 
resume the thread of our discourse, without 
weaving a web for his irritability ; and I calmly 
remarked, that I was conscious of the many 
causes for animosity between his nation and 
mine. 

<* My nation ! " retorted he, with emphasis'; 
and then, after a short pause, his countenance 
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tmkiDg a melandioly expteB&oUf and hk eyes 
filling up brinKfuUy he added— ^^ Do me the 
pleasure, my dear ar, not to ue^ so insulting an 
epithet in aUosion to the miserahle oolcmy 
which my eountry now is of yours.^ 

I did not know which to be most surprised at 
m this apeediy—- >the strong feding of political 
smsifaility^ so uncommon in the jmesthood, or 
the deep adoiowledgment of national degrada* 
tioa, so unusual in Fi«nchmen of any dass. 
Determined to bind up the self-inflicted wounds 
of my oompimion's pride, I began a train of such 
soothing observations, as were likely, I thought, 
to effect that object. I yi^tured some remarks 
upon the native liclmess of the country in soil 
and productions— 4;he bravery of its m^i— 4ts 
historical recoUecdons — and I shoold hove gone 
much farther had not the priest abruptly slx^ped 
woe with — ^^ For Ae love of God, Sir, cease ! I 
do not think you mean to hurt my feeUngs, but 
this is a weak point with me* lamddandhot- 
tgmpetedy and can httle bear to think of the feiv 
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tile fidds <^ my country tMnpkd down by 
St^Ufih soWen, nor of her brave youths figkt- 
ing for En^h pay against her, nor of her Us** 
torieal reoollections, dariEaied over by dmskms 
and disgrace-— this is a tkcme I cannot taUc or 
tUnk on calmly.^ 

He qpoke this with a yehemenoe that seemed 
qnite to carry him away. His grey eyes flashed 
firey and his white hair shook wildly with the 
rapd motion of bis head. His words came out 
thidc and obstructed, and his accent, which was 
in the former part of our conference particularly 
pure, and even diqpint, was dianged by his 
emoticm into something boisterous and coarse. 
I gazed on him with wonder, for even his phy* 
siognomy struck me as no Icmger the same. 
Th^fe was a turbulent Tigonr of e3q>ression mope 
strong than the fire of Frendi vivadty ; and his 
quiverii^ lip and strained musdes spcke a lan- 
guage less refined than die civiUzed contortioas 
of French features. Altogether, his person, his 
gestures, and above all, the words that esciqMd 
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him, reminded me more of a country then far 
aivay from me, than of that in which I was 
placed at that time. The whole scene brought 
full upon my mind the memory of my native 
land ; and the reader must excuse the egotism 
which openly avows what my scribblings have 
no doubt long since sufficiently betrayed, but 
which never struck the old priest as a fact, until 
I formally confessed it to him. As soon as he 
seemed recovered enough to comprehend me, I 
exclaimed, " Ah f my good Father, you know 
not what a chord you have touched. In pour- 
traying the temporary degradation of your own 
country, you have but too truly depicted the 
long enduring wretchedness of mine. And had 
I been addressing yoiur words to another, be 
would not have doubted that I rapidly sketched 
the outlines of Ireland's woe-worn portrait.*** 

While I began this sentence, his looks flashed 
wildly again, but as I ended, a fixed stare of 
surprise, accompanied by a relaxation of feature, 
took place of his former angry sternness of, mien. 
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'* I don'*t exactly understand you,^ said he ea^ 
g^iy; but recovering in a degree his fcnrmer 
tone and accent, *^you told me you were an 
Englishman— didn't you ?^ " I certainly did, 
good father, tacitly acknowledge your con^ 
jecture as to my nation ; but you know there is 
no distinction for us here : we are all English on 
the Continent ; but I am, I must confess it — an 
Irishman.'' 

Scarcely was this last word uttered by me, 
when— how shall I express my astonishment— 
the old priest started back— then, throwing aride 
both hat and prayer book, sprang forward, — 
opened his arms — flung them round my neck — 
burst intp tears ; — and with a broad, rich, ge- 
nuine Irish brogue, exclaimed in English, that 
bore no taint ot foreign accent *^ An Irishman 
— an Irishman ! you an Irishman ! and I after 
taking you all the while for English — for an 
inimy i Oh murtbier, murther, if s too bad en- 
tirely. For the love of Jasus for^ve me, my 

VOL. II. c 
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jewel — ^my heart's chuck full of joy and sowow 
An Irishman 1 Oh the devil a doubt of it—long 
life to your potaty face, it gpakes for you plain 
enough ! an Irishman ! Oh murther, murther !^ 
Great, as was his'surprise, it could not have 
equalled mine, although its expression was some- 
what more extravagant. I found it hard to re- 
condle my belief to the evidence of the metamor- 
phosis which I witnessed; and I fear I shall 
have a difficult task, , to persuade my readers of 
the reality of the scene. The change was com- 
plete, not only of tone and manner, but it seemed 
^Iso of character and appearance. The pure 
French accent and suavity of diction, and the 
polished air ai^ hem^g of a perfect gentleman, 
were at once converted, as if by magic, into the 
sweeping overflowings of Hibernian rusticity 
and warm4ieartedness« Both characters seemed 
equally his in all the shades of their wide dis« 
tinctipn ; the one^ not {or an instant blending 
mth the other, and each adapted to him in its 
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turn as if no other could by posdbility be hi& 
It was quite marvellous to me, and I gazed <m 
him as a kind of phenomenon. 

After he had embraced me a dozai times^ 
uttering at every pause incoherent soitences of 
astcmishment and delight, I recovered myself 
sufficiently to demand some explanation of this 
double transformation. ^* Why at least," said I, 
^' did you not address me in English, when I 
acknowledged myself to be a British subject ?" 

" What ! do you think then,'' replied he with 
warmth, ^^ that I would bemean myself so far 
before an Ea^shman, as to speak his language 
and to proclaim myself his slave, when I could 
talk French and avow myself his inimy T' 

" But when you addressed me you evidently 
spoke of Ireland^ and felt only of her !*" 

'* Troth that's true enough, agrah ! but I 
thought I had the pleasure all ^he while of 
cutting the cowld hard heart of a Sassanach^ 
without plainly telling him he was my master; 
and, after all, France is little bett^ nor Irelandr 
c 3 
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now-a-days. They sarve her as they plase, and 
as she well desarves, to tell the tnith of it — but 
one doesn'^t like to confess that these English 
have right on their side any way.^ 

The bitter tone of this speech told as plainly 
as the words the inveterate hatred of the simple 
and honest minded speaker, and as our conver- 
sation warmed, I came into the gradual know- 
ledge of the peculiarities of his situation, and the 
singleness of his heart. The wonderful contra- 
diction of his manner, when viewed in the 
different aspects which I have attempted to 
show to my readers was easily accounted for, 
when I learned that he had left Ireland fifty 
years before, at the age of fifteen, and had ever 
nnce that time lived entirely 'in France; in- 
haling with the prejudices of the country 
continual nutriment for those more properly 
his own, and, while acquiring a perfect know- 
ledge of the language not losing one tone pecu- 
liar to his native utterance and accent; his 
maimer of acting as well as speaking had become 
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<E}ilite French, while his habits of thought and 
leeKng were still strictly Irish. Some peculiar 
faculty of memory albwed him to learn a new 
language, without in the least degree losing 
the eld ; and he presented the most extraordi-* 
nary instance of a double identity that evei^ 
came imder my observation^ 

There was one peculiar characteristic about 
him which was ludicrous in a high degree. 
While q^eaking French his words seemed culled 
with the minutest variety ci selection, and not a 
syllable cr^t in that hare the slightest relation 
to impiety or freedom of speech. When he 
spdke Ei^Ksh every sentence was thickly larded 
with plirases of the lowest rank in the diction of 
irdand^ and with oaths of the very coarsest 
kind. The fact was, that he spoke the first 
language as it had been taught him in a convent, 
and the latter as he had learned it in bogs and 
mountains. The one had all the restraint and 
elegance of art, the other the uptutored energy 
of nature. In Ireland, he had been little better 
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than a peasant ; in France, he became a gentle- 
man ; and I could dwell, for page afiter page, 
m efforts to describe and account f9r the fadlity 
with which he preserved and shifted each 
distinctive character— -like a man slipping from 
his fustian shooting-jacket into his silk dressing- 
gown, and seeming equally at home in each. 

I am almost ashamed to confess my regret 
that I cannot commit his oaths to print ; because 
I fed that my sunples of his conversation lose 
more than half their flavour de{»ived •of those 
poarse exdamations, which he uttered quite un* 
consdously, and which, from him, were as harm- 
less as the scrftest lispings of innocence. I may 
at least, scUvo pudore^ give some of his less offen- 
uve quot^Uions, with his peculiar translations of 
them, — for he was a poet as well as a priest. 

** Oh, my darling I*" exclaimed he, with a 
thundering oath ; " never — never forget your 
country, or abandon her in her distress. High 
or low, rich or poor, on fut or a-horseback, re- 
member the parent that bore you.-* 
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* Antiquum exquiritg matremJ* 
' Seek out yow oukt tnother» 
You'll find no such another.* 

That's Irelandy—ovld Ireland, my darliBg, as 
she is called now-a-days ; or, Imsfail, Inisalga, 
Jerna, Juvema, Iris or Erin, as our forefkther9s 
the Milesums^ used to call her in other and bet- 
ter days than ours. You'll never forget her, 
will you P'* continued he, with great eidnestness. 

" I hope I never shall, my good fether," r^ 
plied I, scarcdy aUe to repress a smile which 
seemed to rise to my lips, from a mixed feeling 
in which pleasure was predominant. 

*^ Hcpe you won't ! be sure of it, my jewel, if 
you'd expect good luck in this iinfoitunate 
world. No good can cc»ne of this man that ever 
forgets his country, abroad or at home. Re- 
member what Horace tould us, 

* Cxlum non animum mutant qui trans mare currunt* 

<^ They change their deies, but not Ifadr hearti, - 
Who cross the seas to foreign paits.* '* 
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^^ Remember that, agrah ; and don^t be worse 
nor the Romans. You wouldn't, would you f" 

" No, not willingly,^' said I. 

" Not €U aO, you mean,*^ cried he briskly ; 
" don^t be saying the thing by halves. Let 
patriotism be patriotism, out and out. It never 
does no good when it's split into halves. Re- 
member that weVe scattered over the face of the 
world, true enough, — driven out of our beautiful 
island, — banished from the greenest spot on 
earth. — 

* Nos patrim fint»^ et dukia linquimat arva,' 

* We quit our beautiful country's bounds. 
Like hunted hares before the hounds/ 

But that's no raison why we shouldn'^t come 
round to our forms again. Saint Patrick for- 
give me ! (and Virgil too !) for a free translation 
and a joke, at the cost of my country and 
eclogue the first But the joke's a bitter one ; 
and what's worse, it's a true one, God help us V^ 
Suc^i^ Tvith the exception of the oaths, which 
my companion unconsciously vollied forth, and 
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which I listened to with fear lest the ramparts 
might echo them to sbme scandal-catching ear, 
was the general tenor of an hoiurV discourse. If 
the patriotism of the honest creature I conversed 
with ever slumbered, it did so like a hare with 
its ^eyes open, and was in an instant ready to 
spring forth at the sUghtest excitement. Coun- 
try was with him indeed a fertile soil, and brought 
forward, at each mention, a {dentiful crop of 
quotations' and translations, the most distorted 
and ludicrous. He cited, without mercy, Taci^ 
tus, Camden, and the venerable Bede, Rhodai. 
gpnus, Stanihurst, Giraldus Cambrensis, and 
all other writers, ancient and modern^ upon 
Ireland, to prove what was never> I believe^ 
doubted, — that her soil was the most fertile and 
least productive^ her poation the most favour- 
able and least advantageous, and her people the 
most gov^maUe, and worst governed, of «iy in 
the world. From these, and other points of a 
general nature, he branched off into occasional 
mention of h^s personal concerns, connections) 
c 8 
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and adventures ; gave ancestral sketches of his 
family, from the days of Milenus down to those 
of his own father and name^^sake, Mister Dennis 
O'Cdlogan, of Sheelanabawn ; and made him- 
self acquainted with as much as I knew of my fa* 
mily, which was j ust enough to convince him that 
its comparatively mushroom growth, its English 
origin, and above all, its religion, were barely 
sufBcioit to g^ve me the title of an Irishman by 
courtesy, but no more daim to it than a man 
whose birth, parentage, and education had been 
confined to an island in the Indian Archipelago. 
Two circumstances connected with this sub- 
ject gained me, however, a degree of favour in 
his eyes, which common causes could never have 
produced. The first was, when in answer to 
his enquiry, — " If I had ever heard tell of such 
a {dace as the Bog c^ Allen ?"" I replied, that I 
had been bom, or at least nursed, upcm its bor- 
ders ;-^that the whistling of the wind across its 
iHTOwn bleak breast, and the shrill cries of the 
curlews that sprung from its heaths into the 
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skies, were the first sounds that impressed them- 
selves upon my recollection ; — that the blacken* 
ed ruins of Castle Carbery, rising fiur upon its 
skirts, were the earliest objects on which my me- 
mory seemed to have reposed ; — and that its 
fragrant wild-flowers and mossy banks had been 
many a time my pillows in the dreamless sleep 
of infancy. The next matter which endeared 
me to the friendship of father O'^CoUogan, was 
the mention of my name. He was too well in- 
formed on the affiiirs of Ireland not to feel that 
it had been naturalized there, by nearly half a 
centiuy of connection with all that concerned the 
country^s good; and he did honour, for its 
sake, to one who bears it with a pride that is 
deeply blended with humility. 

The result altogether of our conference was 
an invitation from feith^ O^CoUogan io dine 
with him in his private lodging; and I felt my- 
self both inclined and entitled to accept of his 
hoqHtality. 
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CHAPTER III. 


" This is the house^" said my inviter, as he 
stopped before a wretched looking habitation, in 
a narrow lane close behind the church. 

" Do you live here^ my good Sir ?" asked-I. 

" Where else would I live T^ut iii my own 
lodging ?" answered he, in the Irish fashion ; 
and, tucking up his cassock high above his 
knees, he stepped over the thick puddle which 
lay stagnant before the entrance, mounted the 
half dozen broken steps leading up to it, and 
thai ffldled his broad shoulders through the httle 
passage which led into the dark recesses of the 
place* I observed him to cross himself as he 
went in ; and, looking up^ saw in a niche over 
the porch, iki which there was no door, a littk 
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image in plaister of Paris, representing a female 
with a child in her arms, daubed all over with 
red and green paint, decked in some tarnished 
fringe and faded silk for drapery, and a bunch 
of twisted leaves around the head, withered and 
wasted into a mockery of what once was 
flowers. On a stone tablet beneath was carved 
in the rudest possible diiselling. 

Si ramour de Marie est dans ton cceur grave 
Bon Chretien arr^te, et lui dire un Av^. 

i afterwards learned that this caricature of 
the virgin and her babe was placed as a protect 
tion from the attacks of robbers, and was sup^ 
posed of sufficient efficacy to supply the place 
of a door ; and I have since frequently observed 
that these effigies are almost invariably to be 
seen placed on dwellings where no temptation 
to robbery could exist, or where a rational de- 
fence was beyond the purchase of the inhabi- 
tants. 

I worked my way along the ragged floor of 
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the passage, following closely on the heels of my 
conductor, whose tall figure and outstretched 
arms were just visible as he groped along 

** Take care of the steps, my jewel," cried 
he, as I stumbled up the first of a flight of 
stone stairs which he was rapidly ascending. 

** I'll take care of myself if I can,'' replied I, 
laying hold of the crazy banisters with one 
hand, feeling my way against the wall with the 
other, and following as quickly as possible the 
strides which he was making upwards. The 
sun-beams glimmering through the dimness of a 
sheet of brown paper on an unsashed windbW- 
frame over the first landing place, enabled roe 
to proceed more securely on the ascent, which 
long habit had rendered so familiar to the 
priest's touch, as to make light quite unnecessary 
to him. He seemed to have no notion of my 
knowledge of the place being more limited than 
his own ; and he neither made apology for its 
miserable appearance, nor used ceremony in our 
occupation of it. 
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On the third, which was indeed the attic 
story, he paused, and taking firom his pocket a 
key of most unwieldy dimensions, and the rudest 
specimen of French manufacturing clumsiness, 
he opened a door and invited me to walk into his 
apartment as he called it. I entered, and took 
my place on one of three crazy rush-bottomed 
chairs, which, with a ricketty little table and a 
small old-fashioned carved secretaire^ formed 
the visible furniture of the room, A faded 
green striped curtain hanging before a recess, con- 
cealed, as I aftei*wards found out, a lit de sangU^ 
that is a bedstead of the meanest construction, 
which, covered with bedding perfectly corres- 
ponding, composed the couch where the worthy 
tenant of the garret passed nights of pure tran- 
quillity that monarchs might have envied. A 
couple of coarse prints of our Saviour and the 
Virgin were fastened with wafers against the 
white-washed wall; a box- wood crucifix stood 
upon the mantel-piece ; three Or four torn books 
lay on a shelf in the comer ; and a preparation 
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for fire-lighting filled the hearth, in the shape 
of two small pieces of wood with some shav^ 
ings, supported behind by an apparently sub- 
stantial log, which my accustomed eye soon 
however delected for one of those stone imita- 
tions of faggots known by the name of Bvches 
Economiques, The only window of the room 
was placed in a portion the most disadvan- 
tageous to the common purpose of a window^ 
for it was directly facing the high wall of the 
old church, and instead of admitting the rays of 
the sun and a view of the heavens, it only dis- 
played the discoloured stones of the tottering 
edifice, and a couple of those hideous faces, 
neither of men nor beasts^ which topple grin- 
ningly over the parapets of gothic structures* 

" Well, my darling,^' cried father O'CoUogan^ 
rubbing his hands and looking hospit^ity per<» 
sonified, " you see I''m snug enotigh here, and 
heartily welcome you are to the share of it. It 
isn't much that a man wants in this dirty world, 
and in troth, IVe nothing to complain of; I'm 
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(comfortable and ocmtint Would you like me 
to light the fire ? Not that the day^s cowU at 
all, at all— but may be you'^d like a bit of a 
blazer 

Before I could answar this question, put in 
so very questicmable a way, a gust of wind forced 
in the leaves cf old books which were substi* 
tuted for mare than one square of broken glass 
in the window ; and these paper panes fluttering 
and flapping against the frame, andwared more 
plainly than I could. 

'< Well then, bad luck to that thievish spai^ 
peen of a glazier, that won't come and put putty 
on this piqper to keep it in its place ! One would 
think it was a windy day, but it's nothing at all 
more nor a little breeze that^s just turning the 
comer of the steeple — ^but may be youVq cowld ? 
Would you like a fire, agrah ?^ said the priest. 

" Why, faith. Sir,** answered I, *^ I think a 
cheerful blaze iii the chimney would not be 
4miss.^ 

" And why didn'^t you say so ?^ cried he 
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briskly, openbg at the same time a drawer in 
the little taUe, and taking out a tinder«box. 
" Thare's nothing aisier, nothing in the world,** 
continued he, hammering a flint against a broken 
segment of an old horse shoe. His tinder at 
length caught the spaik^ and be immediately 
lighted a match and applied it to the shavings^ 
which as quickly sent out a vdume of riiiek 
smoke that was met half way up the chimney 
by " the little breeze,'' which rdled it back in 
sufibcating volleys into the room. 

^* Why then the devil fetch that dirty little 
blackguard of a sweep,^ exclaimed my host, 
^^ that nothing can get Inm to olain that chitnney ! 
but it's well the glazier didn*t mend the window 
after all, for if he did, we must have been 
obliged to open it. It'll all pass out of the 
lH*oken panes immediatdly, my dear, don't be 
unaisy. I know the ways of the place. Would 
you just excuse me for five minutes, while I go 
into the closet to take off my things, and all will 
be right by and bye ?" 
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I bowed ccHiseDt, and he opened a door that 
admitted him into a little place, which seemed 
about the depth of a ccnnmon sized cupboard ; 
and while dianging his dress, he left me to ru- 
minate in the smoke, on the comparative demaits . 
of glaziers and chimney-^sweepers, currents of 
air, and ill constructed funnels. My reflections 
would probably have taken a turn somewhat 
more solid and tan^ble, had not their progress 
towards condensation been interrupted by the 
re-appearanoe of my hfist, who very quickly 
^fnerged (rem his retreat* His alteration of 
costume rather startled me at the first ^anoe, 
for he seemed once more to have changed with 
it his character. But a minute or two convinced 
me that I now saw him in his primitive original 
aspect, stripped of the fifty years^ disguise, that 
stood with regard to him in that secondary and 
artificial position, which according to the pro- 
verb use does ta nature. He had carefully hung 
bis hat and cassock on a p^ in his dressing 
ploset, his black leather cap upon another^ his 
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high brass-buckled shoes also were deposited oil 
their respective hooks in the partition wall, as 
well as the cravat and band which had com- 
pleted his professional attire. He now appear^ 
ed in a short skirUess jacket of coarse brown 
wodlen^ with pantaloons of the same, serving 
also for stockings, and covering his feet, which 
ware moreover garnished with a worn-out pair 
of stained cloth slippers, the original colour of 
which it was beyond my skill to distinguish. 
His white locks flowed unconflned upon his 
shoulders, and his open shirt collar shewed a 
throat still stout and muscular, and the broad 
boiiy chest covered thickly with curled grey hair. 
There was a flush on his gaunt and furrowed 
cheeks, which seemed to emanate from the same 
feeling that sparkled in his eyes> and though the 
feeling might seem to a stranger one of reckless 
tumult or wild outrage, I saw that it was clearly 
a blended love of country, and delight in hospi- 
tality ; the geniiine union of national and domes- 
tic warmth, so rarely to be found and so hard 
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to be appreciated. His figure and mien taken 
altogether were as far removed as possible 
from any theological associations, and he only 
wanted a shilelah brandished in his hand, to 
give a perfect notion of an Irish patriarch, 
leading on his clans to a banquet or a battle, 
indifferent as to which. 

The smoke, after having performed sundry 
vapoury evolutions under the opposing influences 
of the chimney and the window, was now 
qiSetly taking its regular road to evaporation ; 
and while the priest saw it clearing off, he rub- 
bed his hands together and smiled joyously, 
taking a chair beside mine and telling me ten 
times over that I was " heartily, heartily wel- 
come/^ In a minute or two he started up, as if 
just recovering the trace- of some furtive 
thought, opened the room door, and called, in 
all the civility and mildness of the French lan- 
guage and accent, upon Madame Grenevieve, his 
next neighbour on the same landing place, re- 
questing her "to hav^ the complaisance to 
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occypy herself about preparing his dinner, of 
which a friend was going to partake, if it did 
not put ha: to any inconvenience.^' Madame 
Genevieve replied that " she v^as always ready 
for the service of U bon Phre Denis, and that 
the soup should be on the table in ten minutes." 
This announcement from her shrill voice was 
followed by the appearance of her shrivelled 
face and form, as she tottered in, bent almost 
double by age, infirmity, and the weight of a 
coarse brown table-cloth and a couple of nap- 
kins. The table was soon arranged by the old 
priest and this faithful friend and serving 
woman, who had prepared his frugal meals 
and attended to his desolate chamb^ for more 
than twenty years. Her next entry into the 
room was with a large earthen pot, called in 
France a marmite, which she deposited by the 
fire, while she went out again to complete the 
omelet, for the making of which the said mar- 
tniU was removed from her fire to ours. I 
knew this was jour maigre for the worthy priest. 
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Had, as a tureen of onion soup was quickly 
smoking on the table, I was rather puzzled to 
divine, what .were the ccmtents of the pot, until 
their boiling iiiriously up against the lid forced 
it to one sid^, and I discovered amidst the foam 
of the agitated water a quantity of large pota- 
toes, dancing in the bubUing element and burst* 
i«g their skins as if they laughed in concert 
with the motion. 

" My good Father,^' cried I, not a little 
pleased at this jdentiful specimen of our national 
food, " I see you have not lost your Irish 
taste/' 

" Grod forbid that I did I "^ replied he; " no, 
no, my dear child, there's no fear of my losing 
the taste of any thing Irish, for IVe the smack 
of the potatoes, and the flavour of the turf just 
as fresh upon my palate this minute as the 
day I sailed from the Cove of Cork. Sit over — • 
sit over to the table, my Jewel — Madame Grene* 
vieve will be after draining the potatoes while 
we!re aiting our soup.'' 
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These operations were duly performed, and 
when our part was finished the old woman 
placed her pyramid of pommes de terre au natu^ 
rel in the centre of the table. 

** Ah, there they are the smilers, smoking and 
mailey !" excl^med the priest. ** There they 
are, just quite as natural as if they came out of 
my poor ould father's cabbage garden at the 
fot of Castle Carbery. Why then doesn't this 
put you in mind of Ireland ? upon my salvation 
it warms the heart in my body, that's no lie 
that I tell you. Och! that's the real way to 
dress potatoes — there's none of your frites or 
puries, or maitres cT Mtel, but pl^n honest 
downright thumpers, bursting out through their 
skins, and crying * come ^t me, come ait me,' 
like the little pigs with knives and forks in 
them." 

But I cannot afford more room to a detail 
of our repast, nor of my host's discourse. The 
homeliness of both possessed a considerable 
r^sh for me ; and the natural bearing bi the 
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priest while I partook of his humble fare^ and 
listened to his coarse phraseology, put me com- 
pletely at my ease, because it convinced me that 
he was perfectly at his. 

When we had finished the soup, the omelet, 
a bit of salt fish, and the ^' biggest half of the 
potatoes,^ as my host expressed it, be stood up 
and produced &om the bottom of a little press 
in the wall, a bottle covered with dust, and 
about half full of a colourless liquid. While he 
proceeded to Jbreak off the sealing wax which 
thickly covered the cork, I saw the tears rush 
into his eyes, as his countenance became evi- 
dently agitated. 

" Well then,'' cried he, <* it's a thought that 
suddenly struck me, and sure it isn't a bad 
one; — yes, yes, by my sowl, you shall drink 
share of it, you shall, and you*re the first 
man that has as much as smelt it, for two-and-^ 
twenty years. There — smell it, what ^ it da 
you think ? .do you know what it is now — ^Bh ?" 

I smelt it and tasted accordingly, and found 

VOL. II. D 
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that this treasure was nothing more nor less 
than Boaie exquisite old whiskey, possessing the 
fine flavour of the peat smoke with which all 
the illicit spirits made in Ireland is impregnated. 

^* Ha !" Exclaimed I, " this is indeed a treat 
Hdw did you come by this, my good father?*** 
^^ Nev^ you mind how I came by it, but liiake 
yoursdf a tumbler^— Madame Genevieve will give 
us hot watfer and sugat immediately. — How I 
<x>me by it is a long story — but well drink to 
the memory of him who gave it to me, any 
how ; Ckki rest his innocent sowl !" 

There was a tone of deep grief in the utterance 
of this phrase, and I saw the big tears rolling 
rapidly down the old man's cheeks. 

** Aye, ajre, rcJwl away, rowl away," cried he 
Ktterly apostrophising the falling drops, and 
dashing thfem off with his hand-^*^ it's right that 
my ould heart should weep drops o^ blood if 
pofeablej instead of salt water — but even 
that*s not Wanting tc^ keqy my sorrow fresh— 
row! iiway, i:ovl away !" 
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My curiosity being powerfully excited by 
these words, I ventured to ask who had been 
the lamented friend whose memory caused hini 
such grie£. 

" Why, my jewel, he was nothing but a 
garde^ii-corps, what yotfd call in English, one 
of the body guard of unfortunate Louis the 
Sixteenth, — But he was my friend, and a real 
gentleman bred and bom — of as ancient a 
family, as pure blood, and as brave a heart as 
any king in Christendom — that's what he was ; 
and the devil such another he left behind him. 
Here's long life to him — that is, I main, here's 
long life to his memory, which will never die 
while there's life in this ould body, any how.'* 

** I pledge your melancholy toast, my dear 
Sir,*" said I, ** without knowing even the name 
of your lamented friend.'' 

*^ His name was Cornelius,^'— ^d the priest 
tK)lemnly, <* that is his Christian name : as to 
the other, it is not convanient nor necessary 
to expose an ould and honourable family, though 
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he took good care, poor crathur, that his body 
should be as free after death as his mind was 
while he lived — ^the Lord have mercy upon his 
unfortunate sowl r 

It would be impossible to convey any notion 
to my readers of the deejy-sounding sensibility 
which breathed in these expressions, or of the 
proof which the speaker^s manner afforded how 
natural feeling can overwhelm every impression 
of the ludicrous or vulgar. A high priest in 
his pontificals could not have pronounced an 
invocation in a strain of eloquence more eflfective 
than the simple exclamation of my uncassocked 
host. The faint light of a solitary lamp, and 
the moaning of the wind through the turrets 
and angles of the chuLrcJ|} outside, were in keeping 
with the train of feelings excited by the looks 
and words of the priest, and they were alto- 
gether more solemn than might appear natural 
to th^ir abrupt developement, or even the 
subject they were linked with. 

A few minutes were passed in deep silence. 
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during which the lips of my companion betrayed 
by their motion the prayers which he half felt 
and half uttered. I was intently observing 
the workings of his countenance, when the deep 
tone of the church bell roused him up. He 
started from his seat, exclaiming, ** The vesper 
bell ! I must leave you, my dear child, for awhile 
by yourself— I am rather past my time as it is — 
but ril not be long, and you must amuse your- 
self with this botde of whiskey and your own 
thoughts. When I come back HI tell you 
more about poor C!omelius — ^but, stop, may be 
you^d like to read something about him in the 
main time, would you T* 

" You have de^ly interested me for your 
friend," replied I ; " and I shall hear or read 
any thing about him with no common anxiety.^ 

" Well then, open that secretaire^* said he, 
"you'll find several bundles of letters and 
papers in both prose and verse, written partly 
of him, and to him, and by him. You may 
turn them all over and over : yours is the first 
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eyes that has looked upon diem^ barring my 
evn^ since the poor fellow tied them up himself 
in the bundle there. I'm afraid they're rather 
moddy and moth-eaten» but you'll see for your* 
self. God bless and preserve you my hopey^ 
till I come back tp you, any how." 

No sooner had the priest quitted the rocun, 
than I took possession of the large pacquet of 
manuscripts from the secretaire, brought it over 
to the table, placed a fresh log lupon the fire, 
trimmed the little lamp, ^and was beginning to 
sead^ when the door ^qpened and he suddenly 
reappeared. '* That's right, my jewel," cried 
he, ^^ make yourself snug and cozy, and read 
away till I come back to you— but Tm just 
steiq)ed in again to tell you that. Madame 
Crenevieye will make up a bed for you on the 
chaira tK>-mght-«*a shake down, as we s^ in Ire- 
land— you ca«iH .think «f laviog the house, for 
it's raining cats jp4 dogs outside in the street^ 
so make yourself snug and oozy, mind what I 
tell you — andi»ixanoth(^,tumbler;*' 


" My ifewr Sir, " f«lfiA^I, ^' J laanaot con. 
tent to^giYC you awl your old : wovsask all thif 
Uouble-^rcally— ^' 

^^ HouU yo^Jton^ue, hould your tongue^ i 
tell yoii. Your trgubfe^f my pleasure, i^ Ma- 
dame GenevieyePs too, so no morels to be Mid 
aboutrit — goo4 evmng to you.'^ 

With these words he disappeared once more^ 
and I betook myself again to my new studies^ 
not at all sorry at the proi^ect of passing my 
night in company with the MSS. however bad 
my accommodation. 

It is scarcely necessary to say how long or 
how short a time I sojourned in the neighboui:- 
hood of Father O'Collogan. My readers would 
most probably rather hear the story of his 
friend the garde-du-corps. This I shall as 
usual tell in my own fashion, making use of the 
scattered papers confided to me for that pur- 
pose by the priest, according to my own discre- 
tion, and I trust discreetly. They consisted of 
many letters, originals and copies, many leaves 
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•of a regular journal, fugitiye notions apparently 
just arrested on their flight, and three or four 
pamphlets relating to events of more than 
twenty years before, all put together without 
the least order, and requiring much trouble and 
management before they acquired the regular 
air of the story I am about to present to my 
readers ; and, it may be needless to state that 
piany a hiatus was filleyl up by the minute d^ 
tails furnished to me by my worthy assistant. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


The principal hero of my story, for its title 
tells that it has two, was called Cornelius at his 
baptism, in compliment to a long train of recol- 
lections linked to a name which had been borne 
with pride by many of his ancestors. His family 
appellation I am not at liberty to record. Its 
concealment was the only restriction put by 
Father O'Collogan upon my free-will, in the 
application of the materials with which he fur- 
nished me. It is sufficient to state that it was 
one of the oldest and most respectable in Ire- 
land, belon^ng to a family which had been 
ever famed for its nationality, which had never 
bought freedom from proscription at the price 
of dishonour, and which felt its pride regularly 
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increase in proportion as its wealth diminished. 
Our hero's father was bred in the religion of his 
ancestors; and although he had long broken 
from the trammels of the Roman Catholic faith> 
he felt it a point of honour to maintain an out- 
ward adherence to a belief, which persecution 
had re-adorned in all the attractions that reason 
had torn from it. Had he renounced it pub- 
licly he might have gained wealth and distinc- 
tion in almost any line of life, for he wa& a 
man of an-enlight^ned and powerful mind; but 
he scorned the wages of an apostacy that might 
bear the construction of self-interest. He was 
therefore one among the millions of Irish se- 
cured to the church of Rome, by ^e very 
means, ill-planned as they were odious, adopted 
for promoting its subversion. Finding that in 
his own country he had no chance of advance- 
ment, he resolved to epter into Ae service flf 
some foreign power^ and carve out £eu: himself 
a road to ,the fame for .which he panted. He 
made choice of France; and he fought under 
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the banners of the Jily £oar ten yeurs. His buU^. 
tary €areer was at this time stojqpdd hj severe 
and almost incurable grounds. He was £ara^ 
to renounce the hopes of hb youth long befiqre 
they had attained completion; and, while yet 
within the earli^ half of man's measured span, 
he retired to his native country with^ the rank 
of Major, and a reduced but sdll sufficient 
income. He there married, but soon lost his 
wife by death — ^but was consc^ed for twenty 
years by watching the growth, and traihing the 
mind of his only son, Cornelius, the heiro of 
our tale. The educatkm of this boy became 
almost his only occupation; Bad ^health and 
broken prospects had brought on an inddence 
of habit which was not natural to him. He be* 
came sedentary and hved secluded. His ancient 
family mansicm, standiiig on a rode and frown* 
ing blackly down upon the fierce Atlantiey 
whose keen blasts were yearly wearing it away, 
was tmely vinted by the scanty Ji^hbourhood 
around. The owner rq[ailsed the advfoices.of 
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sodety, and the place had fe^ attractions, but 
for him and his young charge. They pursued 
together a course of study, and amusement of 
a peculiar kind; irregular and isolated, but 
effective. On somewhat more than the rudi- 
maits of clasrical learning, Cornelius had en- 
grafted a knowledge of more than one foreign 
language. He was perfect master of French, 
which he talked habituaUy with his father, who 
not disheartened by his own ill-luck, meant his 
son to try the same career in which he had 
broken down. Military topics were therefore 
the chief theme of their discourse, but others 
bad their share of attendcm. Field sports held 
4 im>minent place in the pursuits of Cornelius ; 
and often, in calm and storm, he boldly com- 
mitted himself to the ocean, in his little fishing 
skiff, accompanied by his foster-brother and 
fayourite companion, a wild but faithful youth 
called Bryan Mulcahie. Cornelius had a natural 
taste for the arts, which was not left unculti- 
vated by his careful parent.. He learned the^ 
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first principles of design and colouring. He 
loved music>-and often have the tones of his 
youthful voice, mingling with his father'^s sono- 
rous notes, held harmony together, on the rocky 
battlement that raised the singers high above 
the waves which rushed in hoarse murmurings 
through the cavities below. 

Frequently in th^ evening Icnterings, after 
they had sung together some mournful ditty, on 
Irish subjects and in their native language, the 
father would pause, and repressing a rising ngh 
or tear, he would make Cornelius look round 
towards the east, and gaze with him on the 
wide tract of hill and dale, that was once the 
possession of their ancestors. Then as their 
eyes, little by little, sank down on the narrowed 
spot of ground which fines and confiscation had 
left to them, the fierce soldier would feel all 
his energy rise up. He would then in language 
of deep eloquence, teach his son a lesson of 
hatred against England ; and next by an abrupt 
transition instil some feeling favourable to France 
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«— -the refiige of their race. The intellect of the 
boy thus nurtured, made daily progress in wild, 
yet vigorous growth. His father^s words sank 
deep into bis heart. In proportion as he shrunk 
from England and its associations, he naturally 
turned towards France ; and all the day dreams 
of his youth seemed to rise from the pleasant 
viney^s, the bright gardens and gay pro- 
menades of the country whi(^ he looked to as 
the field of his future hopes. From unhappy 
Ireland he was taught to expect nothing, for, 
his family and his kind saw nought in relation 
to her but disgrace in the past, and despair 
for what was to come. 

Once only during his boyhood, when he was 
scarcely of an age to comprehend the events that 
were then acting, one broken beam of gladness 
seemed to play on the surface of the wretched- 
ness which had so long flooded his country. 
This was the epoch of 1782, when the rushing 
eloquence of one great man shook corruption 
on its very throne, and roused from theur inmost 
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recesses every element of that public feeling 
which seemed to sleep the sleep of death. It 
was at this period when Cornelius saw his fa- 
ther, in common with all who possessed a spark 
of patriotism in their hearts, bind on his sword 
once more, and mingle in the ranks of Ireland^s 
volunteers, that the ardent boy thought his 
country might yet demand a place among the 
nations. The faint gleam died away, and a 
lengthened shadow lay unlit upon the land. 
Older and wiser heads drooped down once more; 
but our hero, growing every year into the 
maturity of enthusiasm, which becomes old ere 
reason ripens, held proud language and high 
hopes, while others doubted and despaired. It 
was about this time that he gave himself up to 
the indulgence of an uncultured love for poetry, 
and under the impulse of some strong feelings 
of resentment for the unmitigated reproaches 
poured out against his country, he gave vent to 
his thoughts in tlie following 


64 THE PRIEST, AWD 


STANZAS TO IRELAND. 


1. 


Aye, let all earth cry out on thee, — all those 

Who mark thy red crimes blazoned to the world. 
Like the stained Corsaifs, whose broad banner glows 

Far o*er the outraged seas in blood unfurled. 
They hear the blasphemous utterance of thy tongue; 

Thy miscreant yells come through the shuddering air : 
But all unseen the goad and knotted thong. 

Which lash thee on, and drive thee to despair. 


As Spartan slaves, wine-maddened by their lords, 

Reviled—then scourged into sobriety 5 
So driven, so drunk witli guilt, thy frantic hordes ; 

So scorn and scourge, my country, Ml on thee ! 
What would thy rulers have from tliee ? Repose ? 

Are flowers the crop which ravaged deserts yield ? 
Or would they reap, from regions steeped in woes. 

The harvest springing from Joy*s cultured field ? 
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Like some bright blade— the day of battle past- 
Flung by, in desolate dampa^ to rot and rast. 

So they M^ho used thy energies have cast 
Thee off despised, to let foul crimes encrust 

Thy beauteous &ce ; and thence, corroding, eat 
Deep to the inmost kernel of thy heart ; 

And when thy forced deformities they meet. 
Cry out, *« How rotten and how vile thou art !'* 

4. 

But, as a lorn barge, loosed upon the wave 

From the proud ship which bore it on her deck. 
Thou yet may*st ride the storm — the billows brave, 

Which ^diirl the fragments of Aer shattered wreck 
Down ocean^s gulphs ; the while thy snow-white sails. 

Emblems of purity and peace, are seen 
In brighter suns, and fanned by milder gales, 

To shine and flutter o^er the Atlantic green. 

Thy teeming vales, thy mountain heights sublime. 
Where Nature^s gifts have all advanced and thriven. 

Tell that thou wert not singled out for crime, 
JivT branded as earth's shame by angry Heaven. 
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And must the mighty rirer of the mind 
Roll refluent back, despite of Nature's plan ? 

Must all else flourish, nurtured by mankind. 
Save one degenerate growth, and that one— Man t 


6. 


No— suffering land ! Heaven's righteous arm will foil 

The impious author of thy deeds of ni§^t ; 
And o^er the stains of thine ensanguined soil. 

Proud stems of virtue cast their shadows turight ! 
And shouts may echo yet from thy wild hills. 

Their sides reverberant answering to the plains. 
Such tone as that which through the bosom thrills^ 

When freedom's trumpet sounds o*er broken chains f 


I have selected these lines bqm many such 
e£Fusions, to the full as desultory, and still more 
rebellious ; because I think them as much adapt- 
ed to the state of Ireland in our own time, a» 
they were in that when they were written. But 
it would appear that the bright anticipations here 
indulged in, suddenly sunk into that state of 
hopelessness which I have ascribed as common 
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to tbe ponpections of CcNrnelius. At twen^ 
yoirs of 9ge his tone i?as totally altered ; his 
verses breathed no more a spirit of ardent ex* 
pectation, and be embraced with unspeakabk 
deljght the offer made to bis father, in hi» behalf, 
of a commission ^as garde-du-corps in the service 
of tb(s king of France. He had been ^ som* 
time looking put for tbis.appoii^tment* It had 
been obtained throi^h the interest of his fiuher^s 
military friends at the court <^ Versailles ; and 
during the interval between the formal demand 
and its final success, our hero's mind turned, as 
was natural to his time of life, but more particu* 
larly to his individual character, solely and with 
impasaoned ardour on the object directly in its 
view. 

Cornelius was, in Uie purest meaning of the 
word, an enthusiast; a youth of g^enuine, not 
fSEUstitious sentiment,— of hig)l^wrought feeling* 
linpng^ by pi^eju^ic^ and iree £nom the q>unouf 
vigpur whicb mark^ the tone of .the fematic. His 
intellect was expansive^ and ccmsequently liberal. 
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His views were not narrowed, but his affections 
were. He could take a wide range into the 
fields of speculative enquiry; but when a passion 
touched his heart, it instantly absorbed it. He 
fixed on an object of devotion, and every faculty 
of his soul seemed centred there, as though one 
powerful point of attraction had gathered round 
it each varying tone of sentiment and thought. 
For this ruling object, be it what it might, he 
would risk any thing, without calculating what 
he risked, and sacrifice all, unconscious that he 
made a sacrifice. In gazing upon it, distance, 
or time, or obstacles existed not for him. He 
bounded over space, and spumed impediments. 
The abstraction of his looks spoke the fulness, 
not the vacuum of his mind. The fervour of 
his words sprung from energy, not violence. 
His individual existence seemed imreal. He 
neither lived nor moved as of or for himself; for , 
the very plans and purposes of his being seemed 
dependant on that other impulse, whose move- 
ments seemed to lead, although they were not 
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linked with his. Such are the striking character- 
istics of feeling — ^the wild forgetfulness of self 
• — the absolute devotedness to somewhat else — 
be it a person, a passion, a sentiment, or a sen- 
sation — which constitute, according to my creed, 
the frame of thought that may be honored with 
the term enthusiasm. 

But the dignity of such a state of mind is 
highly dangerous. The state itself is neither 
sane nor solid. It offers no security for real 
advantage to the possessor, or rational benefit to 
others. All its attributes are vapoury, how- 
ever pure ; and while the mortality it is joined 
with, needs incitements essentially real, it yields 
but abstractions and vain sounds. To make 
enthusiasm useful to mankind, it requires a 
union with those positive feelings of our nature 
which modify its excess and bring it to the level 
of human sentiment, while it lifts them above 
the mark of human weakness. It is thus that 
enthusiasts are always bad statesmen, and worse 
patriots. They pursue a phantom, and let slip 
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the substaace. They misconceive their object, 
and miscalculate their means ; and in their ideal 
views of moral cause, they wholly overlook the 
more material point of physical result. Had 
the mind of Cornelius been finally devoted to 
his country*s service, the chances are that he 
would have done her harm instead of good; 
and that his aspirations after liberty, his philan- 
thropy, his courage and his virtue, might have 
all, as in an instance later than his time, have 
led a noble youth into inevitable ruin, forced 
out his dying breath amidst the horrors of a 
scaffold, and buried the fresh springing hopes of 
his country in the imputed ignominy of a traitor"*s 
grave. 

The destiny of our hero turned him from a 
fate like this, and a prospect of military fame 
seemed spreading out befwe him. Had he fol- 
lowed it to the end there is no knowing what 
he might have become. A conqueror and a 
king perhaps ! — as it was, he was reserved for 
something not so elevated certainly, and there- 
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fore mOTe within the reaeh of our sympathy. 
He, however, unable to foresee his fortunes, 
plunged boldly into the futurity which his 
ardent imagination conjured up, and he thou^t 
he saw passing before him shadows of glory and 
greatness, which he afterwards found to have 
been reflected from no substance. His father 
was, in a more sober way, almost equally happy. 
He not only rejoiced for Corneliuses sake in the 
fair prospect of honorable distinction which 
was opened to his talents and his courage, but 
he also felt that deep delight with which a 
parent gazes on a child of pxnnise, in the irre- 
sistible conviction that it is doomed to add to 
the honor of its race, and to complete those steps 
towards reputation which he hilfiself may have 
had the happiness to make. This is one of the 
purest feelings which can animate a fath^'s 
breast. It is separate from every tinge of jea- 
lously or envy, for we form and fashion out our 
rival offqning in the hc^ c{ his surpassing us, 
and feel honoured in th^ andeipation of his 
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superiority. How well it is for fathenf that they 
may not raise the curtain of the future, and 
weep over the weakness or worthlessness of 
those who follow them! This last reflection 
must not however be taken as applying to 
Cornelius. 

The preparations for his departure Were soon 
made. His wardrobe was choice but scanty. 
His books few but good. His drawing mate- 
rials, his flute, his gun, a case of pistols, and a 
few other objects of utility rather than shew 
completed his equipment He carried a small 
sum of ready cash, a letter of credit on a Paris 
Banker, and three or four of introduction and 
recommendation to his father'^s military friends. 
Among the latter was included one to ^^ Le P^e 
Denis O'CoUogan,'* the former chaplain of that 
raiment of the Irish Brigade in which Corneliuses 
father had served, but now removed from mi- 
litary associations, and filling the humble station 
of curate-assistant to one of the parishes of the 
town of V^sailles, at that epoch the seat of 
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Government and Royalty, and consequently the 
destination of our hero. 

Cornelius left his home, the narrow circle of 
his affections and attachments, with feelings of 
almost unmixed pleasure. His very regrets 
were rather of a soothing than of a bitter nature; 
and the tears which gushed from his eyes seemed 
to flow from a source that did not spring in woe. 
He looked on his separation from all that he 
loved, as a joining link to their future meeting, 
rather than as a breaking off from a connection 
that was never to be renewed. He glanced 
quickly over the absence that was to check their 
intercourse, and pictured the joys of its revival, 
as the traveller who stands on the edge of some 
chasm that separates one mountain from another, 
looks across it at the sunny banks beyond, 
without reflecting that they may be overcast, 
while he tracks the weary paths of the ravine, 
which he must descend and mount before he can 
reach them. The few servants — ^the numerous 
followers — ^the old nurse — the Parish Priest^— all 
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who were connected with the family by intamal 
or external ties, poured blessings on Cornelius as 
they bade him adieu; and the general hope 
among the sorrowing group was, that ^^ the 
Young Master " was one day to return, a great 
General at the head of a French army to give 
freedom to his country. His father acc(»npanied 
him to the sea-port a few miles distant, where 
he was to take lapping for Nantes. Their 
only attendant was Bryan Mulcahie. He was 
to lead back Cornelius's horse, after taking 
leave of his former companion and play-fellow, 
of late years transformed more absolutely into 
his master. Bryan's devotion to ComeUus had 
been growing more and more every year, but 
his respect for him had f(Hr a long time increased 
in proportion. ComeliuB was greatly attached 
to him : he thought he possessed one of the 
most feeling hearts possible, and the bittarest 
sensation he had on leaving hcnni^ wius a fear of 
the effects which his departure would p^uce on 
this faithful creature. He saw, as he thought. 
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that p(x»* Bryan was maJdng a fierce struggle 

with his emotions, for not a syn^toia of regret 

had been yet visible, if it was not when just as 

Cornelius tore himself from the embraces oS Us 

weeping nurse the mother of Bryan, the latter 

could not restrain his tears, but flun^ bimaelf 

for an instant into the open arms where 

Cornelius* retreat had left a void. But soon re« 

coving himself, he was busy in strapping and 

bridling portmanteaus and hcnrses ; and as the 

party trotted slowly along towards the place of 

embarkation, he was the only one whose features. 

shewed no trace of care. 

The parting between Cornelius and his fathor 
was such as befitted a first aepan^ioou It 
would have worn a diifferent aspect had 4iey beea 
aware of what their next meeting would be. Cor- 
nelius stepped on board, his £»tb^ mounted hia 
horse at the sea-side,, and thus they parted. 
But while our hero stood on the deck, a^ 
marked his parent ride away, followed by 
Bryan, the^de^ »ghs which w^re hesivii^, up 
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his breast, like the billows that lifted the ship 
. upon their bosom, were counterbalanced and 
checked by a feeling of disappointment and 
almost of indignation, as he reflected on the 
indifferent air with which this long cherished 
foster-brother had borne their separation. Cor- 
neUus had been looking for the outbursting of 
his uncultured emotions, and as he saw him 
bustling about, busying himself in the ship, 
and talking to the sailors, he was sure that 
the sequel to these artificial constraints would 
have been a scene of painful excess. But 
Bryaii did not shed a tear. When his young 
master, scarcely able to suppress his own, 
stretched out his hand to him, he shook it cor- 
dially, and as ComeUus with a broken vcnce 
bade him farewell, and hoped that they might 
meet again, his answer was simply, " Troth 
and I hope we will. Sir — Long life to you, Master 
ComaUus !^ and he threw him a nod as he put 
his foot on the stirrup, which said nothing more 
nor less than the most common place " Good bye r 
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The sun was down, and the sharp air of an 
evening late in April curled the surface of the 
sea, and forced the mimic breakers against the 
pier close to which the vessel lay. Cornelius as 
he lost sight of his father had no inducement to 
remain on deck. He went down to his berth, 
and his last reflection as he stepped below was 
given to the uncertainty of friendship and affec- 
tion. ** Good God," cried he, •* if this unso- 
phisticated youth — ^this untaught companion of 
my earliest hours — Abound to me by so many 
ties of gratitude and love— can part from me 
thus unconcerned, what am I to expect from the 
heartless connections of society ! Can I reckon 
on any friendship after this? It is a bitter 
lesson — but a good one, perhaps, on the thresh- 
old of the world i^ 

In an hour the ship had left her moorings, 
and she swept gallantly on her course with a 
favouring breeze. 
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CHAPTER V. 


On the evening of the third day the coast 
of France was in sight, Ushant, and the 
sand heaps, which seemed rising from out of 
the shore, and looked red in the reflection of 
the setting sun. The safling had been hitherto 
smooth and pleasant, and Cornelius, being the only 
passenger, had had the little cabin entirely to 
himself, and the deck nearly so. He had en- 
joyed this short and solitary voyage. He had 
felt, or fancied, his mind to acquire fresh power 
in the sensation of ^ngleness forced on him by 
this new position. Hejiked the idea of being 
alone in the world ; and he felt as if he could 
track his course through it, impelled by the 
breath of Fate, as freely as the barge he smied 
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in cut its way through the wato^ under the 
influence of the bree£e that urged it on. He 
stretdied himself in his berth this third night, 
rather more disappointed than gratified at the 
ttmouncement of the masta:, that they dbould 
anchor in the Loire the next morning. This 
calculation was, however, unfulfilled. A sudden, 
squall came on at midnight, followed by a total 
change of wind and a heavy gale. At day-break, 
when Cornelius went on deck, the littk vessel 
had changed her course. She was standing out 
to sea, and a thipk haze ahut out the view of 
the shore. He was pleased at this new turn in 
the tide of events. He liked the prospect of the 
sea in this novel aspect, so different from the 
in*shore experience whidi he had hitherto had 
of storms. He kept the deck for two days while 
they laboured through what is called the Chops 
of tlie Channel, and almost thie only object tbit 
took off his attention from the observation of 
clouds and billows was one of the sailors, the 
youngest of the scanty crew, whom he remarked 
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to pay repeated and evidently stolen visits to 
the hold, with, at first, constant supplies of food, 
and afterwards with every thing to be had likely 
to bring any alleviation to the sufferings of sick- 
ness, such as pork broth, some tea warmed in a 
greasy saucepan, and other remedies quite as 
impalatable. ComeUus, pleased with the lad's 
humanity, questioned him as to the object of 
his care, but recdved for answer in a hesitating 
tone, that it was nothing but a dog that he had 
brought over unknown to the Captain, and he 
entreated our hero's secrecy, which was faith- 
fully promised. As the voyage and the gale 
continued, Cornelius compassionated the poor 
animal below, for he frequently heard, as he 
thought, the low-moaned utterings of its distress. 
A piteous whine used sometimes to murmiur 
through the water-casks, as if the suffering brute 
was conscious of its concealment, and now and 
then when the captain was busied in a distant 
part of the deck, and that the young sailor 
could slip towards the prison-house, and whiqier 
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a word of kindness below, Cornelius fanded 
that he heard the dog howl freely at one of the 
portholes that opened on the starboard side of 
the ship: 

This voyage did not last long enou^ to 
make it monotonous* Another day enabled the 
captain to bear up for Dieppe ; and the weather 
was tolerably calm and dry when the vessel 
shot past the pier, and under the guidance of a 
pilot who had come out to meet her, she ran 
safely up to the quay, and came to quiet anchor- 
age. Before even they had crossed the bar and 
entered the harbour, a boat had come alongade, 
and been fastened by a rope to the ship, by the 
custom-house and pohce-officers with which it 
was filled. Four or five of these were soon on 
deck, demanding from the captain, a rough 
round little Irishman with a red face, a state of 
his crew and other papers ; knowing these for- 
malities, he had prepared himself the required 
documents, and handed them a list con- 
taining his own name, those of six men, 
E 8 
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and the before-mentmied kd who opposed 
the crew, as wdl ns thai of our b^o tbe iole 
piSaoDger* This wius strictly examined, and the 
persons mentioned scrutinized one by one. Some 
questions ncKt followed as to cargo, which the 
€a|^taia answered by pointing to his bills of 
lading and certificates; aiid to seme other en- 
4|uirie8 he replied, with ratha: a choleric tone 
and stpcng gestures of discontent, ^^ me no aavez, 
me no sarez,^ which rather dubious phrase con- 
stituted hit whcAe stock of that mixture of lan- 
guages approaching the nearest to Fr^ieh. The 
smiles of tJie officers irritated hmi exceedingly, 
and when Cornelius interpreted their next en- 
quiry, ^^ whetha* tha^e were any coatraband 
goods on board ?^ the little Captain^s indigna- 
tion was excessive, and be used sundry violent 
and abusive terms as they wait down to make a 
thorou^ search, beginning at the cabin. There 
they £pund nothing; but as tikey prqiared to 
(descead into the hold, our hero observed that the 
Ofmntenanoe of the yoimg saik^ shewed ccoin- 
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dcmble oonfusian and agitation. He thought 
that it was more than was called for by the dis- 
covery of a dog, even if it had been contraband, 
and he began to fancy that th&re was something 
more serious in this mystmous circumstance 
than bad appeared at first The officers went 
down — the young sailor stood sQent, but with 
his looks earnestly straining after them— -and in 
a few minutes two of them caime upon deok, 
declaring that *^ all was right,'' The lad 
seemed to breathe more freely ; but was in an 
instant mdre agitated than ever, when one of 
those who remained below hallooed out in a 
loud voice for the captain, as he was sure that 
there was some person concealed in the hold. 
" What does he say ?^ cried the captain to Cor- 
nelius. " What does he say?" echoed the 
young sailor. Cornelius told them. " He lies, 
d — ^n him !'* cried the captain. " I am ruinated 
entirely, out and out !" sobbed the boy. Cor- 
neliufe stepped forward, rather interested in the 
scrutiny, and feeling an instant ccmviction that 
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this youth had most probably carried away with 
him some sweetheart fixnn the Irish coast whom 
he hoped to smuggle over uDdiscovered, a very 
common occurrence with sailors, particularly of 
that nation. Upon caUing to mind the plain- 
tive sounds which he had listened to for the last 
two days, Cornelius was convinced they had 
proceeded from a human being. He was only 
astonished at his dullness in having suffered 
himself to be deceived. The particular nature 
of his surprise may then be imagined, when he 
saw lugged upon deck, between two of the 
searchers, the almost inanimate and totally ex- 
hausted figure of Bryan Mulcahie. Sea^ck- 
ness and confinement had given him a most 
cramped and cadaverous look. His face was 
pale, and his limbs were quite distorted. But 
as the fresh air blew upon him he seemed in- 
stantaneously revived, and when the officers 
loosed their hold, he threw himself at the feet 
of his astonished master, clung to his knees, 
and blubbered out prayers for forgiveness and 
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protection. Our hero looked on in a mixture of 
contending feelings, surprise, pleasure, and com- 
pasrion being uttermost. The officers stormed, 
blasted, bellowed, thundered; and muttered 
threats of confiscation, imprisonment, the gal- 
leys, and the gallows. The little obtain was 
almost stupified with wcmder and rage. The 
culprit sailor was confessing, and crying, and 
supplicating. The whole scene was one of ex- 
treme confusion, and to our hero, of consider- 
able interest. " Grood heaven," cried he to 
Bryan, " what persuaded you to take this step 
and endure all this misery?" 

^^ Och, blur an' ouns ! Master ComaUus, and 
is it you that's after axing me that ? Did you 
think then I was going to come for to lave 
you — to go all alone by yourself into a strange 
country, with nobody at all at all to look after 
you ? Ah, little it is that you know of me, 
if you suspected me of such a dirty turn !^ 

" But to leave your mother in this way, 
Bryan ! Did you tell her of your intention ?"" 
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a Why then what the devil do you take me 
fijr, Master CcMmalius ? Tell her anaghl Troth 
and it's me that didn't. Sorrow's the word I 
spoke to the poor ould crathur, good or bad, 
but that kiss that I give her when we were 
laving the ould Castle— God's luck be wid it, 
andwid hertoo*— aadwid the master — and wid — " 
*' And my father — you told him, did you ?" 
" Why then I tould nobody at aU, I tell you, 
Master Comalius. What's the use of your 
wanting to make me out a fool ? Troth I left 
the poor master trotting along towards home by 
himself, and dropped back a little, pretending I 
was crying after your honoiu", and that's the 
way I slipt back and came aboord, never sajdng 
nothing to no one but to Jemmy Toole there, 
the cabin-boy, who promised to give me my 
passage, lodging, aiting, and drinking, free, 
gratis, f<Mr nothing at all— and the devil a much 
more it was worth, to spake God's truth of it 
—so you see, Sir, I'll not cost you a farthing 
after travelling so fejr together." 
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C^omelius was of a diffSarent c^nkm, for he 
iopesaw a great deal c£ trouble in the affiiir, 
the officers beoomii^ every moment more cla- 
morous. He explained to th^n the whole cir- 
cumatances of the case, but produced little 
effect on than, for they were disposed to treat 
the business ahnost as seriously as if it had 
been a matter of high treason. Cornelius saw 
nothing for it but to submit to all that might 
happen, and he was on the point of consenting 
to the captain, the cabin4x)y, and Bryan being 
marched on shore, prisoners of state, when the 
latter called out to our hero, " why then, blur 
an^ age. Master Comalius, why don't you shew 
them your commission ? What the devil's the 
good of your being a captain, if you can't have 
a sanreot to follow you without his being clapped 
into jail like a co«un<m rogue ? Och then, to 
the devil I pitch suci a thieving country, if 
that's the way wid it." 

Conelius took the hint-^^^vowed his situation 
•—and saw in an instant the immense value of 
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the consequence which is given by common con- 
sent from all the subalterns of government to 
those whom they consider as making part of the 
system. The whole affair was arranged on the 
spot ; Bryan's name added to the muster-roll 
as the servant of ComeUus : Jemmy Toole ab- 
solved of crime, and rewarded into the bargain 
by our hero; the captain acquitted of conni- 
vance ; the formalities of disembarkation facili- 
tated; the passports of Cornelius and his 
domestic made out, and both of them, that very 
evening, pursuing their route towards Versailles, 
one of them on the roof, and . the other inside 
of the carriage that conveyed the Government 
courier, who was to deliver his despatches at the 
court the following morning. 

Cornelius's reflections on taking possessicm of 
his place in the carriage were of a nature far 
diflferent from those with which he had com- 
menced his sea voyage. The devoted attach- 
ment of Bryan, his voluntary exile from his 

■m 

nadve land, his abandonment of his mother. 
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and his cheerful endurance of the miseries he 
had abeady suffered, were ample guarantees for 
his future fidelity. Our hero felt his thoughts 
to flow, as it were, in a different channel He 
blamed the selfish and cynical turn of mind that 
he had been cherishing for some days past, 
and he looked forward into life, convinced that 
the finer feelings of the heart must form the 
chief delights of its unexplored mysteries 
Bryan was so tired fix)m the effects of the voy- 
age, and of a most hearty meal to which his 
recovered appetite did ample justice on landing, 
that he slept soundly all night ; and both ma&. 
ter and man were astonished when they found 
themselves, about eight o^clock the next morn- 
ing, fairly entering the suburbs of Versailles, 
and thus at the end of their journey, before 
they had had time almost to mark its progress, 
or adjust themselves to its commencement. 

The sudden arrival into the heart of a foreign 
land, amidst a strange people and a new climate, 
where every thing wears an air of novelty tha^ 
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almost seems unnatural, is to every one a matter 
o[ much marveL But to one of Cornelius's 
frame of mind it was something more than that. 
He seemed to himself to have been magically 
wafted into a new state of being. Bryan was 
stupfied ; and gazed and gaped and Ustened with 
dpen eyes and mouth and ears. 

The morning of this arrival formed a memo- 
rable epoch in the annals of France. It was the 
4th <rf May, 1789, tlie day previous to the first 
assembling of the States General. The season 
bore a strict analogy to the state of the political 
world, for it was the spring-time of hope to all 
the thinking part of mankind. The principle 
of moral liberty had been rapidly spreading 
across the earth, and under its broad and sheL 
tering wings the States Greneral of France 
were now assembling, to regenerate society and 
place men and monarchs in the relative positions 
which they ought to occupy for each others 
good. It was a grand experiment; and the 
pulse of tibe world beat high, but steadily, in 
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expectation of the result. Necker^ the xmnister 
irho planned the assembly, was lauded and con- 
demned—accused and almost dofied— according 
to the vaiying pasnons and wishes of men. The 
fact is, that Necker acted wisely and well. His 
mental vision was fSEur-sedng but not omnisdent ; 
and he was as one who gazes on the wide ex- 
panse of ocean, but may not penetrate the under* 
currents whidi wind beneath its surface. The 
state of things called out for the experiment, and 
it was about to be tried under the most splendid 
ausjMces. The world was all excitement and 
agitation— a crisis was prepared; every thing 
promised fiiir and well. The peqple knew and 
claimed their rights. Louis, the representative of 
European monarchy, neither hc^ed nor wi^ed to 
retain his unnatural power. The well bdng of 
the world was at issue — wisdom did all that it 
could calculate — but, as must eva* be the case in 
public projects, the rest was left to chance. 

Nothing could exceed the splendor of the 
preparations made at Versailles on this occasion. 
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The whole population of Paris and the country 
for leagues around poured into this town, which 
was the seat of government and the scene of 
this unrivalled exhibition. The concourse was 
prodigious. The houses were decorated with 
every possible s3mibol of joy. Festoons of 
flowers hung gracefully across the streets. Every 
garden was rifled of its treasures, and the earliest 
roses of the season were profusely scattered 
abroad. Arches of triumph and altars were 
constructed in the open places ; and every nook 
hung out its piece of carpet, its white flag, or 
its bouquet in humble effort to do honour ta 
the king, and the representatives of a people, 
willing to be ruled, and worthy of being free. 

The official situation of Cornelius, and the 
courier with whom he travelled, ensured him a 
passage through the wide and early crowded 
streets — and he was enabledireely to gaze on 
the splendid avenues tree-planted at each side, 
and the noble ranges of houses, of a style of 
architecture superbly novel to his observation. 
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They passed with a rapid pace towards the 
palace, where the offices of the ministers were 
held ; and the admiration of our hero, as they 
hurried through the throng, was equalled by iU 
astonishment at the picture of grotesque and 
stupified amazement presented by Bryan Mul- 
cahie, as he sat perched with wondering looks^ 
on the top of the cabriolet To prove the near 
affinity of the ludicrous with the magnificent, 
Cornelius's reflections on all that surrounded 
him, were irresistibly mingled with the recollec- 
tions of his servant's costume, a large grey frize 
coat thrown loosely over a jacket and waists 
coat of the same stufl^, with corduroy breeches 
and a p^dr of rude gaiters, partially shewing 
his dark blue woollen stockings — the ordinary 
undress of Bryan while performing his outdoor 
work at the Castle^ and the only suit with which 
he thought of providing himself on his abrupt 
departure. Our hero's first care, therefore, on 
taking possession of the apartment, to which he 
was immediately appointed in iixe barracks of 
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the 6arde-du-Corps, after presenting himself to 
the commandant of his troop, was to send {or 
a tailor to furnish Bryan with a suit of livery ; 
and he left him with strict injunctions not to 
leave the room until his return. This affair, 
and the operatic^ of unpacking, dressing, 
breakfasting, and settling in their new quarters,* 
had occupied some hours, and it was more than 
noon when Cornelius set out to throw himself 
amongst the crowd, and gaze, in that solitude, on 
the mas^ of splendid wonders around him. He 
resolved not to attempt any visit at such a time 
to any of those to whom he had letters ; prefer, 
ring to mingle with the observers of what was 
going on, and taking chance for being satisfied 
in the scanty enquiries which he was indined to 
mak&— for the imiazemeBt with which he was 
filled, seemed to raise him above the pettiness of 
detiul. 

Following the course of the living tide, he was 
soon in the great space opposite the froi^ en- 
trance (^ the palace; and gaining an elevation 
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close to the balustrade, he had time afforded him 
for a hurried glance over the almost interminable 
crowd of heads which rose and sunk as the 
waving population moved along. The three 
vafi* avenues leading up to the palace, fix)m dif- 
ferent points of entrance to the town, were 
crowded to excess: horsemen and carriages 
slowly made their way along the middle of these 
wide spaces, and the trees just throwing forth 
their foliage in the profuuon of an early spring, 
gave an air of bright enjoyment to the scene.— ^ 
Beyond rose the wood of Sartory, on whose 
verdant mosses the eye c^ our hero reposed for a 
moment, but no more. For at this instant the 
procesdcm of the royal family, the mimsters, and 
household, and the twelve hundred deputies to 
the States General, began to move from the 
palace towards the church, where they went to 
hear mass, and receive a blessing and offer up 
prayers, previous to their solemnly assembling 
on the morrow — all erf which were ineffectual for 
their future good. As the trumpets flourished. 
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and the drums rolled, and the cannons fired, and 
the people shouted, Cornelius seemed to rise 
superior to his former state of being. He 
breathed an atmosphere of sensations unknown 
to him before ; but while he revelled in this new 
state of excitement, and felt himself as it were 
identified with these bursts of national delight, a 
sudden shock threw his memory back upon the 
desolate contrast which his native land presented 
to his mind. He had no time however for the 
indulgence of this mood. The shiftings of 
thought were too frequent for reflection. The 
procession began its march : and Cornelius fixed 
his looks upon the pompous parade of heralds, 
and ushers, in their gaudy trappings, and sup- 
posed that they must have formed the represen- 
tatives of all the grandeur of the state. The 
busy murmiu-ings of the crowd soon told him 
of his error, and he learned from the garrulous 
bystanders all the particulars of the pageant. 
He saw the noblesse first pass by him, in their 
splendid apparel of cloth of gold, with white 
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plumbs waving proudly, and thdr brillianoe dar- 
zlii^ the beholders — ^but little importance was 
attached to the wearers by the people, who had 
learned to appreciate the true nature of the illus- 
trious obscurity into which this class had fal« 
hiL Next came the clergy in their silks and 
lace and cambric, their white or pnk or purple 
robes failing to command the reverence of the 
mob, which had been alienated from its frarmer 
devotion to appearances and forms^ not less by 
the free spirit that was abroad^ than by the dis- 
solute conduct and political intrigues of the 
priesthood. When the deputies of the people 
advanced, the people seemed to fed thdr own 
importance, and shouts of acclamation rose 
wildly from the throng. The »x hundred 
members of the tiers-etai marched past with 
steady steps and confident looks. Their short 
black coats and cloaks of the same colour, with 
their long white muslin cravats, formed a cos- 
tume, the ampUdty of which seemed to give ad- 
diuonal dignity to their deportment. But of all 
VOL. u. y 
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the individuals df ibid otder^ dne Wais <;oiiftpicuoii» 
mi that day— by h^ hatigbty bearings as well a» 
by his long flowing hair, and marked yet for* 
Indding eounteiia&ce, wfakh possessed the double 
faculty of attraotioll iind repulsion. It was 
Mirabeau ; his Aame was (touted by the mob, 
but they seemed to shrink firom him while they 
aj^laud^sd^ and ^i^ voices <£ed awayimper«> 
fectly, as if he awed while he in^ired tbem^ 

Cornelius was raised to a pitch of eixcitement 
which se^ed to have reached its utmost haght. 
He had not been igUOTant olf the existing events 
in Fnihce. He was well read and well infwrmed 
on its past and present state, and while] he inhe- 
rited from his father all his principles of attach- 
ment to the reigning monarch, his heart bound- 
ed within him as he heard the shouts of an 
emancipated people ringing in his ears. The 
approach of the household troops recalled him 
from his flight, for he felt himself to be one of 
them virtually, th6ugh not practically yet ; and 
the anxioas but decorous buzz of the crowd was 


SBUdwed by the npfmnmoB^ td tbe Klog ami 
the Queen, sde hj mde^ IbUowed by hit rister 
Madame EHaribeth, hk brotheraf and the Duke 
of<Mean6. Tbe fttcainii^ of the crowd to get 
a near view <^ Aese chief otgects of curionty 
frvced our hero dose to them; for he sturdily pre* 
served tbe position whidi cfaance had given him 
in the very front of the throng. As the KiofC 
came near, the enthusiasm of tbe beboldars 
became tumultuous. Tbe respectful murmur 
which had whispered bis appcoadi, rose by de- 
grees into shouts that might have awoke the 
echoes of the distant wood. The multitude 
from bdiind pressed fc»rward in bopdess and 
uncakulating efforts to get a glimpse ci the 
monarch, who at this moment stood on the 8Ui»» 
mit of his pc^ularity. The guard imd gens- 
d'^armes vainly endeavoured to keep back tbe, . 
crowd. The near pres^ioe of the King forbade 
t^eieast effort to use fSra^ce against thar en- 
oroachmeB^, and for some minutes every barrier 
was bnok^ down, and tbe march of the i»roces-^ 
f2 
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tton completely titofpped, Comehns looked on 
the Sang with a feeling which at first was awe, 
but he soon turned from his cahn and^'common- 
place countenance. He invcduntarily cconpared 
its heavy and talentless expresaon with M ira- 
beau's imperious and audadous glance; but 
while the instantanibus comparison was glancing 
across his mind,^hiseye fell full upon and became 
'rivetted on another person close beside him, the 
drapery of whose silk robe actually rustled 
against him as he stood. It was the Queen. 
' Marie Antoinette was at that period in the 
yery prime of her beauty, in the plenitude of her 
power, and without question the most interesting 
woman in Eqrope. There was something in the 
unbending energy of her sjnrit which astonish- 
ed and enchanted' the world. Her . vivacity, 
through which omtinually burst proofs of deep 
feding and a generous mind, softened down the 
harsh impression whidi would have been made 
by her courage, had it been allied to a odd and 
repuMve manner. Her personal charms were 
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fonned to capdrate, and her diaracter to secuze 
the admiration of mankind. She had therefore 
the most devoted servants in all those attached 
to her person ; and those only were her enemies, 
who w^*e influenced by political causes, or by 
some prejudice which was hurt by her conduct 
towards them. No queen had ever greater dif- 
Acuities to contend with ; the sources of which 
may be shortly enumerated^ A deqx)tic and 
haughty mother, a selfish and intriguing tutor, 
a neglected education, a husband insensible to 
her worth, and incapable of britiging it to per- 
fection — unbehding political enemies— and a 
lively, easy dispontion. In that short list may 
be comprised the causes of her faults and her 
misfortunes. But the knowledge of those evils 
acted upon those who admired her character as 
a powerful stimulus for the increase of their 
attachment. Amongst those wasour hero, who had 
long imbibed from his father the highest opinion 
of her heart, and the conviction of her purity; and 
it was with such feelings, called into unpremedu 
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tatfid actum fajlier preaeiit pootioD, that be oow 
stood gazing upon her. 

The cotmtenaBoe oi Marie Antoinette po9* 
sesacd an nneommon union o£ swectnesa and 
eotmnand; and the ficiriiion of dreta introduced 
by ber was peculiar)^ adapted, and periiap$ 
particuktly ^kkkiw fot its adyantageoua dis* 
{day. Her hatr wai on the pf^eaent oceasioos as 
was usual, dressed m extravagant jMrofumcm of 
hagbt and curls, md ber powdered treeaes did 
not want beauty to the eyes accustoined to the 
dia^urement whidii n better taste has since 
abolisbed Her high and ample forehead, white 
and polished, se^ooed to speak a proud and 
vigorous mind. Her bright blue eyes were 
filled with sc^tness and vivacity combined ; while 
the dignified expression ot her aquiline nose^ 
md the decisive tone gtvw to her features by 
her somewhat prelecting cbin^ were blended 
with the smiles of a mouthy bewitching and »^ 
ductive beyond description* Her natural conu 
(dexioa was dear and briUian^ and heightened 


1^7 tbe use of roiigei while tbe dkganee and 
mstefubaesa of b^ 4re^ ftQec»ded weU with the 
mixed diaracaier of her beauty. Thew was 
ii^T^ a more perfect union <^ the queen with, 
the woiMEt; nor an object more powor&iUy 
lormed to insure die paaiiiCMiate homage of -aa 
wdiumsty 9ueh as w«b our hero,* During the 
fevourable, c^ X should mther say fatal, int^rral, 
in which Cornelius thus uninterruptedly gazed 
upon her personal charms, a^d figured to hva^- 
self the p^-fectioQ ctf h^ xo/mitii attrilnitest^ the 
(o^e of his future life was sealed ; and, filt^ 
with emoiiona whoae nature he dared i¥>^ at- 
tempt to analyze^ he |elt ccfuvinc^ th^. 9P ^fok 
was thus raised vp for his ev^lastifg adpr^Uon. 
The intarruptiou ^ven tQ th^ pro©esriQ% 
#nd the clavK^rous appUu^ies of th^ ^prowd, 

' t '1 1 1 ■■■. li J. ' ^ i s I. !■ ! » ttil^ tf ' wtH 't' lL. Wtl^ '^ 

^ Those who in the present day would wisl^ to form ^ 
notion of the truth of this dLetch, must consult the cde- 
iKStod portmit by MaduBeLeBvan, aowinthsFi^boeof 
$t. ClQudi, apcl % mM biist in Sevres CJtuAs» whicl^ M»»dt 
in the Foyer of the Salle de Spectacle in the Palace of VeN 
Mdlks, and of wUeh I do not Ibqw my dupllost^ 
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seemed for an instant to ruflSe the calmness ot 
the King, for he looked round him hurriedly 
and eren iidstfully, as if he suspected something 
amster, or wished to assure himself that all was 
rig^t The expresnon <^ the Queens's coun- 
tenance was also changed, but it was into one of 
haughty firmness^ the natural effect of imagined 
danger on the faces of the brave. She stood 
steadily^ holding the King^s arm with a grasp 
that seemed meant to ^ye not demand security/ 
But there was really nothing to apprehend : the 
irruption of the crowd into the regulated limits 
of the jM*oce»don proceeded purely from their 
over«zeaIous i^tachment to the King, and the 
air resounded with his name. Vive- le Roi ! was 
shouted almost stunningly into his ears ; while 
only a few fednt voices joined, et la Reinet 
Cornelius heard the clamour, but his mind was 
too much absorbed to mark the distinction which 
was evidently observed — ^painfully and fuxyudly 
—by the Queen. Her fkce shewed a dignified 
indifference of the popular voice-^a fetal and 
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deep-rooted enor in her daraoter^ The neg^ 
tive dispraise, oonyeyed by the slight isentioD of 
her name, produced no finlher positire effect 
up6nher; but just when the obttructi<m wt» 
removed and the procession resuming its march, 
a ruffianly fellow, who stood dose to our hero, 
interrupted the somewhat increasing cry of 
** Long live the King and the Queen V* by 
bawling out "No, no, the King and the Duke 
of Orleans !** At this brutal insult the whole 
soul of the indignant Queen seemed to moimt 
into her eyes. She threw a glance of reproach- 
ful contempt upon the ruffian, which, while it 
flashed by Cornelius, seemed half conveyed to 
him. In the roused state of his feelings at the 
moment he knew not what he did, but the natural 
impulse of his mind burst forth in a loud shout of 
" VivelaRemei VivelaReiner he accompanied 
the cry by corresponding gestures of enthus- 
siasm; and the whole surrounding concourse 
following the impulse thus ^en, burst into a 
general chcHiis ci the inspiring exclamation. 
f3 
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l?he Quetn seesied ekctrioall j nflRMfid bj di* 
audden ehfti^* Her oyea w«re mffotod m toim 
-*-.lm fereheftd Wm coipercd with a glow of 
dclilgbt Her lqp« quiyored with ^niotioii*^-^««4 
as 9be moved on with vBajcstio ffeep^ «he grace. 
fuUy waved her hand to tboMt around her» a^aba 
lodiiied her head aod threw an eloquent 9ini}Q 
towards our hero, whose animated iaterfereac^ 
she had minutely observed. The smile sank deep 
into his breast* He trembled from head to foot 
with excess of rapture, his eyes swam, and almost 
involuntarily he sunk on one knee, bowing dawn 
his head and stretching forth his anas as if to an 
object of religious hcHU^e. When the rush of 
the crowd forced him to rise up, a confused 
mass (^ guards and followers met his eye. 

He gazed after the line of the procession, but 
he could distinguish nothing of her whom he 
soifght. But his mind was filled with her, and 
he needed not her actual presence as an inspi- 
raticm to his transported feelings. Oppressed 
by the crowd, be iHiTst away from its obstruct 


tWQi ai^ iwsUesf ^ bk eoiiraw 1m iwidered ill 

tbrpugb thft cwr^yurd, wbioh wmi by tbia tbie 
fr«e for tb^ pabUe» be wulk^ b^^ti^ Abog^ 
dose by the diapel, wilhmt obwrril^ iU wrehu 
t^tur?, or ito stiuued gbm windowi^ which 
^rmed 4 contrast^ striking enough to oommtm 
pem^tf^hy, with the old to^t^lew bmk-worb and 
gUdiBg of the firoQt feipe of the narrowrciw^ 
Qiented low-rpofed reod^n^ of the French King* 
Cornelius ft^fyped through the ^e po^rtico aod 
paced the broad md grav^ed way» withoul 
observi&g aught around him, until he reached the 
extremity of the terrace in front, and fcmnd 
himself on the first of the ffi^ts of broad steps, 
which lead down to the Tapi9 veri^ the bo^quctSy 
and the park* His attention was arrested for 
an instant, and all his contemplations interrupted, 
by the extent and sfdendour of the scene. The 
masses of wood, the broad sheets of water, the 
wide walks, the numerous statues, the flowera 
and shrubs were all c^ned on his view,, as if by 
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magic He turned round, and the whole extent 
of the facade of the royal strueture, stretching 
out to the right and left, in all its yas^ness and 
8[daidoin*^ seemed as if suddenly conjured up 
by«>me enchanter^s wand. 

This burst of magnificence was qirite in uni- 
son with the " thick coming fancies,*^ which 
filkd the imagination of our hero. Such a 
palace and such a park, seemed suited to the one 
being who occujned his thoughts, and whatever 
he gazed on was seen through the medium of 
the adoration, which that being had so suddenly, 
but so irrevocaWy inspired. He moved along in 
a state of rapt abstraction, and saw every thing as 
it were enfolded in a veil of unreal excitement. ^ 

The throng from the streets and the church 
now -began to pour into the park, and the water- 
works commenced their play. Discharges of ar- 
tillery announced the return of the procession to 
the palace, and the moving thousands of specta- 
tors* scattered in fluttering gaudiness through 
the parterres, lawns, and walks. The woods 
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were alive with Joyous groups whick sported 
in the green places. The glittering trappings 
of the military mixed with the varied colomred 
robes of innumerable fair forms. The waters 
from a hundred fountains rose towards the sky, 
caught the iris-forming sunbeams, which sport- 
ed in a halo around each liquid column, and 
then fell in sparkling mists np<m the bosom of 
the lakes. The miniatinre vessels had their 
siuls outspread and swam at random on the 
water, while the swans swelled out their plumage, 
and seemed to float in proud rivalry of these 
artificial intruders. Music from many stations 
was sounding in the breeze ; and green meadows, 
in the distance, contrasted with the mellower tints 
of the woods, till they were lost at the foot of a 
niass of fleecy clouds, which rose on the horizon 
in the fantastic ^semblance of a snow-covered 
mountain chain. 

While Cornelius ranged this scene of fairy 
land, he had no disposition for its critical exa- 
mination. He could not analyze the magnificent 
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diq^igr, mr aeparate iu maaies of graad effect, 
to otvil at dipped txecB, straight walka, or formal 
8aw^ plotc. He waoderal ahout without plan 
tcom avenue to aTeuue^ through thoie delioioua 
boaqueta proliifely planted in the park, tmd 
decorated each with some new ornament* In 
epite of hia rereries he could not pass by without 
noticing the beautiful spot called the Baths of 
^4>oIlo9 where the marUe figure of the god, 
sculptured into a resemblance of Louis XIV. with 
four nymphs, likenesses of the vain-glorious 
monarch's mistresses, all rest in a group of 
exquisite deugn, under the vault of rock* 
work, artificially massed in rivalry of nature's 
most rmnantie scenes ; while the gush of waters 
from above flows down through overhanging 
shrubs and flowers, and after bathing the feet 
of the horses of the sun, which are tended by 
satyrs below, falls into an irregular grass-edged 
\mxa that can be scarcely believed the forma- 
tion of art Another of those tree«emboi8omed 
creations of pure taste which roused our heroes 
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«t(«iitkm wat tho cbreiilar QoloiiiMde^ 81^^ 
the group whidi repreaenta the Bupe el Pxoaer* 
ime% To thk pioce hfi was attraotod by the sounds 
of musii^ aad in the centre of the open spsee 
he obaerred the musiciasa,*^iriule the s%ht^ 
derated temoe and the steps leading to it were 
thronged with listeners, who walked through 
die double row of ptUars, each one of a kind of 
marble different from its fellowsy-'-and heard 
the strains of music mix with the murmurs of the 
Uky fountains, which fell into broad banns in 
each intenral between the columns. 

While our hero thus listlessly Imtered akmg> 
the noiseless wings of £vening began to throw 
their shadow ^ross the scene, and the sun flimg 
his farewell beams around him as he sunk slowly 
behind the woods ; the clouds were reflected in 
the lakes; and the countless windows of the 
paUfDe glowed with the gorgeous mixtures of 
gold and crimson hues. These signs of the 
dose of day acted as usual upon the send* 
tive caution of a French crowd, and the assem- 
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bled multitude hastily broke a way, to take refuge 
in the heated fumes of the Ca£^ from the terrors 
of 'the delicious twilight air. Conialius almost 
instinotively approached thepalace— for thare was 
but little of calculation in the notion that stole 
across his mind that he might again catch a 
view of the Queen. As he crossed the Tapis verfj 
a large grass-plat which stretches down to the 
border of the lake, and listened to the gushing* 
melody of the nightingales, he was aroused by 
sounds of tumult proceeding from one of the 
close alleys, and as he looked for explanation, 
a crowd approached him, composed of the strag- 
gling remains of idle company and several of 
the guardian officers of the park. The latter 
were hustling along a man who struggled vio- 
lently, and who raised such a dust around 
him as to prevent our hero from distinguishing 
his features or dress, and whose screams were 
aliilost stifled by the threats and execrations of 
^hose who held him, and the loud bursts of 
laughter of the spectators. Cornelius, prompted 
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by a mixed impulse of curioeity and hatred of 
any thing that sayoured of oppression, pi^^ssed 
forward, and as he mingled with the] throng, 
plainly distinguished the hoarse cries of Bryan 
Mulcahie, who called aloud on his master, 
^Master Comalius, Master Comalius! wher^ 
are you, where are you ? let me go, you villains 
—where are you, where are you ? oh you miuv 
thering thieves, do you want to choak me? and 
is it for this that I followed you to be murthered 
and robbed this way? Mast^ Comalius, Mas. 
ter Comalius P* 

The close of this sentence, which was uttered 
at the very top of poor Bryan's half cracked 
voice, was answered by a renewed volley of 
oaths from the guards, and roars of laughter 
from the crowd. Cornelius could with difficulty 
restnun his desire of rushing to the i*escue of 
his hapless follower; but he was resolved to 
ascertain the nature (^Bryan's offence before 
he^ committed himself by an inconsiderate in» 
terference. Heth^efore enquiredof oneof the 
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by..9Uiider8» a^ learned thai the culprit having 
enta^ the gardaus, bad begun roaring forth 
luAtily m bi9 harbaifoua EnglMi dialect, ap^ 
pai:eiitly for some ocnnpankm YFhem be sought; 
that he uu^^mdj att;ra€ted the ohseryatiQU of 
the cKQvtdy many of whom fled firom hkn, sup- 
poang him some mamac; but the minority 
amused them8elye9 by laughing at hia groieeque 
costume and conduct, which so iiritated Bryan, 
that ha cQmmeneed a ficarce attack upon thoset 
neax^t to hi»n> on which the guards mterfered> 
and Bryan finding himself overpowereds had 
attanpted an escape^ mA bounding across 
yarious flover plots and other saered places^ 
was at last seiaed m the violated stu^etuary of 
one of the queen^s own arbours. At this 
detail Comeliua was s^anewhat pu9«led how tQ 
act, but ha thought it most wise to let the law 
ci the place take its course^ i^kh he aupposed 
wo»dd vwk naturally lead the pi^oneir tQtbe 
guard hQuae» H^ therafore acoompamed tha 
grwp} tak«ag 0Mt carai to conceal hinuielf from 


the roaruig Brym^ Thq gilucds led aloftg 
tovajrdi the front Mrmce^ wd while dwjr be* 
gan to drag the pnaooer up tb^ iteps, be made 
the most resohue 8tn]g|^e$» takiiig a &tA 
portion of defence cm everj Bif^U md kidcing 
with hi& naiVemhoeaed oboea againat hia ceiw 
duotors, whose shins mwat bffve been aahaid 
aa the marble thej trod o% not to h&ve shewn 
bruises as varied as its veina* Showera of 
blows from the thin canes^ and somtdbea from 
the open hands of the unscientific Frendunen 
assailed poor Bryan^ and Comdiusy unable 
longer to resist his feeUngs^ was bursting 
through the crowd ta asmt him^ vfhm e priest 
of tall and gaunt figure, about lortj-^ve years 
of age, attracted by the cries of the iniffierer» 
threw hknself before him and the guards* and 
fidzing the two who throttled Bryan, one in 
each of his powerful hands, ' he shook them 
from their hold ; while ]^an finding himself 
free, immediately qnrung at them and stiruoh 
them right and left, until their defeoceksa ftoea 
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streamed with blood. The beholden, amazed 
and^omewhat shocked at this contest, left th^ 
field open to the operation of the priest, who, 
while he shook the terrified guards with gigantic 
force, poured out on them his upbraidings in 
st^itorian tones, for their cowardly treatment 
of a defenceless foreigner. 

** Oh ! ye thieving spalpeens P* cried Bryan, 
redoubling his blows. 

** Be aisy, my lad, " interrupted the priest. 

^'Let them alone and lare them to me; Tm 

Father O^CoHogan, late of the Irish Brigade; 

so don't be afeard of any harm coming to you ; 

I'll take care of you, body and soul both.** 
" Och ! then long life to your reverence, if you 

be an Irishman, for I did not thmk there was 

another in it, barring Master Comalius and 

myself — ^and I'm sartain sure these villains have 

murthered him." 

Here the guards, with humble mien, but vo- 

ciferous'protestations, accused Bryan, and clainw 

ed bim as th^ prisoner.* 
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*» Don't believe a word they say, your 
reverrace," interrupted Bryan ; «« itV all lies firom 
top to bottom. I did nothing at all at all, but 
look for Master Comalius, and gave a tap or 
two to the fellows that made faces at me, and 
broke an old flower pot when the thieves 
runned after me." 

. The guards here put in a rejoinder, swearing 
lustily that all Bryan'^s asseverations were false; 
(although they no more understood him than he 
did them) and accudng him of havmg offended 
against the laws of good breeding, by interrupts 
ing the harmony of the place with his barbarous 
and brutal exclamations^, knocking down a hair- 
dresser and a dancing-master who smiled at his 
extravagance, tearing up with his hoofs many 
most predous flowers, and rushing like a wild 
boar into the sacred recesses of the queen's 
fsivburite bosquet 

^^ It's all a li% aU a SeT roared Bryan during 
ibk detail ; ^* I was only looking fcHr Master 
/ ^"Comalius.'* 
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Fath^ O'CoIlogta ftssured the guards they 
should hitVe every satisfactiony and whBe the 
whole party advanced in the durectbn of die 
palace^ to reach the wiQg where the ranger of 
the piffk was to be founds he turned to Btyua, 
and demanded what he meant by the frequent 
mention of " Master Cornelius." 

" Main, your reverence ? why I main that I 
was looking for Master CormtUus, my master, 

the son of the ould master. Major , of the 

castle, that^s all, your reverence." 

" What is it you'^re after telling me ?" asked 
the Priest sternly : *^ do you want to persuade 
me that Ccwnelius, the son of my friend the 
Major, would be here in Versailles without 
coming to see me ? I believe you^re a bit of a 
big blackguard, and a liar into the bargain."^ 

" If s Grod's truth I tell you, saving your 
reverence's presence," blubbered Bryan, ui^d^le 
longer to restrain his tears, " and Fm as innocent 
as the habe unborn." 

"Where is your master then?" asked the pria^.. 


*<I dumia where the divU he i% pkse 
your honour, if these Tilbnas hitWt nuMt 
tbered him, M they thoiught to do me.^ A 
biurst of grief fbUowed diis speech* 

<* If you're telling tiruth, "^ med Father 
OX:;oIk>gati, << ril find him out tor you, dead or 
alive, never fear that.*' 

ComeHus> who attentivdy listened to this 
colloquy, was now on the point of advancing 
to introduce himself to Father O'CoUogan, in 
hopes of terminating the affair ; when the wh<^ 
party, which had advanced close up to the 
palace in its way towards Ae court yard, was 
stopped by a savant in the royal livery, who ad« 
vanced quickly fi^m beside a group of ladies wad 
gentlemen, whowere walking immediately in front 
of the open windows. The domestic annoimced 
himself as a forerunner of a chamberlain, sent 
by the queen herself, who was in the group 
just mentioned, and who, having observed the 
IH*ominent figure of the priest in this crowd, was 
curious to know the particulars of what was 
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pasttDg. Whil6 Fatjia: O'CoIIogan put his 
ruffled.casBock and band in order, and by the 
interference of his bony fingers rather, increased 
than rectified the confusion of his powdered curls^ 
and while the guards decorously wiped away 
from their faces the marks of Bryan'*s sangui- 
nary attacks, the chamberlain aforesaid, in full 
dress, advanced with courder-like and mindng 
steps, and holding his sword and hat gracefully 
under one arm, he shook perfumes from his 
cambric handkerchief, as he enquired into the 
nature of this tumultuous proceeding, under 
the very windows of the palace. 

Father O'CoUogan began most fluently and 
energetically to explain the afiair, advocating 
poor Bryants cause, and pronouncing him en- 
titled to a full pardon on the score of his ig- 
aorance of French etiquette, and his slight 
experience in the intercourse of civilized society. 
But before the priesf s harangue had. nearly 
ccwe to a dose, the queen and her attendants 
had advanced qmte close, and Marie Antoinette 
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herself, with that oondeacending grace, which^ 
had she been queen of England would have en* 
throned her m the peojde^ hearts, but which 
the French were incapable of appreciating, in^ 
atantly entered into the enquiry, and learned 
from the mouth ci the undaunted priest the 
whole circumstances of the case. As Comdius 
stood gazing upcm her, he forgot erery thing 
but her, and the enquiry was carried on un- 
attaided to by him. He thought that fate 
seemed to have thus thrown him into the pre- 
sence of the queen, twice in one day, as if to 
sanction the adoration with which he viewed 
her ; and she appeared to him now, in her un- 
dress, and freed from the splendid but formal 
trappings of the meaning, a thousand times 
more beautiful than she had been then. Having 
attentively listened to Father O^CoUogan'^s 
harangue in explanation of Bryan'^s situation re- 
lative to our hero, she recommended the dis- 
missal of the prisoner, under the priest's safe 
convoy ; and telling the guards to be satisfied, 

VOL. II. G 


ISS THE FBIEST5 AK0 

she ended bj expteBemga, hope that die yofmgr 
Garde-du-Ck>rps would be mxm found to come 
forward, to enter on his own duties, and keep 
his servant within the bounds of his. 

Cornelius hearing these concluding words, 
fdt irresisdbly impelled to avow himself, and 
advancing from the crowd, he bent forward, 
and declared that he was the master of the 
offender, for whose future propriety he vouch* 
ed; at the same time professing hi» gratitude 
for her majesty's gracious interference. The 
queen instantly recognised our hero. She 
bowed and smiled— little imagining the fatal 
consequences of the smile on him, into whose 
heart it found immediate entrance. 

<' It is weU,"" said the queen, turning away ; 
and she added to her beautiful companion, the 
Princess Lamballe, ^^ this young Irishman will 
not disgrace the rank^ of the Gardes-du-Corps."^ 

'^ He is superb, " replied the princess, ** and 
worthy to serve such a mistress.^ 

^/ It's him ! it's him ! sure enou^,"' exclaimed 
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BryaiD, the moment he caught dgfat of our 
hera — *^ Och, Master Comahus, how could you 
jsarve me such a turn P J3id you ait any thing ? 
The devil a morsel entered your mouth, Pll be 
bound for it, since break&ust, and it^s past seven 
o'clock. For the love of Jasus, come home, 
and get some dinner, for Fm starving alive wid 
the exercise I took thumping these French 
thieves hare : the devil's the lie in it— Here's 
Father O'Collogan, Master Comalius, he'll 
tell you all about it if you don't believe me.'' 

Upon this introduction, our hero and his 
father's old friend and companion commenced 
their personal acquaintance : Cornelius excused 
himself from the reproaches of the good priest, 
by telling him the circumstances of his recent 
arrival, and his reasons for avoiding an instan- 
taneous intrusion ; and Father O'Collogan pro- 
posing to accompany him to his barracks, to 
receiire his fiither's letter, and to pass the 
remainder of the evening with him, they set 
out together for Cornelius's quarters, close 
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followed by Bryan, who defended the impa- 
tience which brought him out in search of his 
master, and was pursued by a long train of fol- 
lowers, who could not recast the attraction of a 
last view of the wild Irishman. 

The evening passed quicddy, to the appre- 
hension of the worthy priest, who talked flu- 
ently to Cornelius on a thousand topics, past, 
present, and future, made numberless enquiries 
for his old companions, related various anec- 
dotes of their former intercourse, and touched 
deeply on our heroes duties in his new station, 
and on the political aspect of the times. Cor- 
nelius, on his part, thought the evening would 
never end. The garrulity of his companion, 
and the loud snoring of Bryan, who by his 
master'^s orders went to his early bed, in a nook 
outside the anti-room, were equally anno]ring. 
His mind, full of cme great object, was harassed 
by the comparatively petty subjects which 
Father O^CoUogan touched on so abundantly. 
It was not till the latter mentioned the queen. 
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tiiat his lutherto relnctant Bsteoer could even 
asnime an interest in hisiemarks; but when h^ 
name and ntuation became the tojnc, he gave 
an intense atteaticoi to all that was said. 

«^ Aye,** said the priest solemnly, " aye, and 
this beautiful cratnre of a queen, who might be 
thought, from her oondeaoenskm and goodness, 
to be an angd, even she will suffer. Til warrant 
it, from these very States Greneral. It's hard 
to say what one must expect in the time that's 
before us; but take my word for it, the poor 
thing has reason to look with a heavy heart 
and heavy eye, on what's coming to pass. 

* Le terns present est gros de rAnenir:-^ 

To-day to our sorrow 

*S with child of to-morrow, 

as the poet kays, and a devil of a troublesome 
child that same morrow will be, Fm sore afeard."" 
** I hope, my dear Sir,'' said Cornelius, " that 
your forebodings are unfounded, and that you 
see things too much in the ^ade. Surdy every 
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appearance of this day promises hapjnnets lud 
greatness to the oonntrj, the king and the 
queen.^ 

^^ Don't be too sure of that, my dear boy 5^ 
replied the priest ; ^^ you donH know the ill will 
that's working agains^ her at any rate. Every 
thing bad, I tell you once nu»e, is to be ex- 
pected from these States General, and the turn 
the public mind is taking. We may say with 
Horace 

* Grave virus munditias pellet I* j 

That is, putting it in the future^ 

The pieon spreads, and soon will ait 
Each heaHhy portion of the states 

^<Why it*s even reported about the palace^ 
that at the procession this very day, acrature of 
that bad madman, the Duke of Orleans^ 
insulted her majesty grossly, and was even 
going to strike her, tiH he was knocked dowiii 
by a young Englishman, or a young Irishman 
may be ; for that's more UkeJ' 


^ It is Mbdy my good Sir,"^ exdaimed Cor- 
nelius; *^ no one could be monster enongh to 
dream oil^ much less attempt such an outrage/' 

*^ And how do you kiiow that ? ^ asked the 
priest q[uickly> 

** Because I was there, on the spot — Because 
In fact, I was— I was — .'* 

<< You were the young foreigner that knocked 
the fellow down," interrupted Father O'CoUo- 
gan ; ^M see it aU with half an eye. — It was 
you Aen 1 Oh, the Uood of my fiiend the 
Major is boiling in your fine fall veins ! You 
knocked him down, the thief !^* 

"No, my dear Sir," protested ComeBus, 
** no such thing I assure you." — 

*^ Yes, but you did though — I know better 
nor you.— Dcai'^t deny It — never be ashamed of 
a good action. It was your bouhden duty as a 
christian. — ^Where did you hit him, tell me ? * 

Before our hero could put another negatiye 
on the priesfs assertion, a knock at the door 
interrupted the discussion, and the adjutant of 
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the troop to which Cornelius was aj^xnnted, 
entered with a message from the Colonel, who 
had just returned from the queen> private 
party, intimating that as a onnplete muster 
of the troop would be required to attend the 
king on the mcnrow, for the opening of the 
States General, he expected that Cornelius 
would be ready to follow the parade as a 
supernumerary. The new recruit expressed his 
readiness to obey, but at the same time lamented 
his want of a suit of uniform, as well as his 
total ignorance of manceuvres and parade disci- 
pline. " All that I will take upon myself,^ 
replied the i^jutant: "one of your brother 
guardsmen has promised to lend you a suit 
i^mh will fit you, and I shall expect nothing 
from you, but to follow the march of the troop 
without joining in its movements.''' 

After these words the adjutant was retiring, 
when Father O'CoUogan addressed him ; and it 
will be recollected by my readers, that the priest 
spoke French in a different style from English. 
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" Yes yes, adjutant, depend upon it he shall 
attend. I see the whole matter clearly. The 
que^ has dewred the cdond to have hun 
present. ''— 

'' Oh, Monsieur PAbb^ ! *" exclaimed the 
adjutant 

" For God's aekB, toy dear Sir I " cried Cor- 
nelius. 

" Nev«r mind, gentlemen, I tell y<m both she 
did— I know the way of the sex, and I know the 
way of the queen — and she is right to like to 
have before her eyes this fine young fellow, Mr. 
Adjutant, that knocked down the scoundrel 
who insulted her this morning at the pro- 
cesfflon. '^ 

^' Why, is this indeed the gentleman P "" 
demanded the adjutant anxiously. 

^^ To be sure it is, ^ rditerated the priest ; and 
before Cornelius could say a word m^re in 
denial, the adjutant precipitately retired, and in 
a few minutes returned with above a dozen of 
the guards, whom he brought back with him to 
g3 
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introduce to the gallant comrade, who had 
already signalized himself as the champion of 
their idolized mistress. Denial and protestation 
were useless on the part of our hero, and asseve- 
ration was not wanted, though freely offered, on 
the part of the priest, to robe him in areputation 
which we can scarodly call unmerited. In an 
hour Cornelius's imaged conduct was bruited 
through the barracks; and before the parade 
time next morning, ahnost all the royalist popu> 
lation of Versailles had got the story, and his 
name in thdr mouths. He was thus already a 
marked man. 
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CHAPTER VI. 


The foUowing day, the 5th of May, 1789, 
was one of those delusive epochs in the calendar 
of a kingdom^s fate, whose arriTal is hailed by 
the world with enthusiasm proportioned to the 
good it promises, and which is looked back on 
widi sentiments of profound contempt for the 
shallow calculations of mankind. At that 
pedod France stood immensely high in the 
scale of national greatness. Her conduct was 
the polar star of European guidance ; and it 
depended on h^ to secure the liberties of the 
world by her moderation, as she had up to 
that moment advanced them by her firmness. 
At the assembling of the States General, all 
Europe was imbued with the sfnrit of freedom, 
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and even its most powerful despots, Catherine, 
Frederick, and Joseph, had dther promulgated 
or patronised liberal opinions, and were ready 
to adopt the course of constitutional indepen- 
daice which seemed to be preparing in France. 
But all the bright views of philanthropy 
were decdved, and its justified hopes destroyed, 
by the inebriate fury of a faction, and the 
national d^radation o£ the mass. Liberty was 
strangled in her cradle $ and the phantom fiend 
which sprung up in her place, betrayed its 
spuriousness by the rapidity of its growth, 
and terrified the w<»:ld by the ^ant strides 
which trampled down the firesb-springing flowers 
of genuine fireedom. 

It cannot be doubted that Louis XVI. par** 
ticipated fiilly in the general wish £(»r the refor- 
mation of abuses^ and the estabUshment of a 
constitutioiL His great objieet was to see his 
sul^ects contented, ev^ at the expense of his 
prerogative. But it is a^ certain, that Marie 
Antoinette had different notions. She wished 
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the pec^e well, but she would have preserved 
the power of making them so ; of retailing 
to them individually thdr indulgences at her 
pleasure ; — die wholesale happiness to be given 
to them, by deductions from her own or 
her husband's privil^es, was not consistent with 
her views. Cradled in despotism, and fostered 
by flattery, she had not force of mind sufficient 
to see the value, or the necessity of sacrifices. She 
possessed a vigorous character rather than a 
strong intellect ; and while the king, from his 
8(^tness, would yield one by one, die powers 
which he inherited, she dung to eadi with a 
tenadty, which, c<Mitrasted with his weakness, 
made him appear contemptible, and herself 
odious, in the eyes of the people. But these 
results of their unsympatbising dispositions, 
were not developed till after the period before us. 
When the States Ckneral met together, the king 
was most pcqpular, and the ^pieen not hated. 

The spectacle of that day was die finest that 
had been witnessed in France for ages. Louis 
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was seated on his throne glittering m gold and 
jewels> the princes of the blood around him ; 
the queen, the princesses, and the ladies of the 
court, in magnificent dresses, gracing the side 
galleries of the hall, and its body filled with 
the nobles, the clergy, and the representatives 
of the people ; altogether forming a rare com- 
bination of outward splendour and moral 
greatness. The speech of the king was well 
composed, well delivered, and enthusiastically 
received. But Cornelius, who by the special 
favour of his colonel, was placed so as to have 
a full view of this remarkable assembly, paid 
but little r^ard to the oration ot the king 
or the ministers. His mind was absorbed in the 
contemplation of the queen, who sat silently, 
and as our hero thought sadly, looking down 
on the assembled elements, and on many of the 
agents of her after misery. Whether a boding 
of ill, or a sense of degradation acted on her 
then, it would be hard to say ; but we can 
scarcely think of her in the solitude of her 
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reocnrded emotkm on that day of gaaeral joy^ 
without fancying her to have had some pro* 
phetic glance into the horrid futurity of her 
fate. Cornelius thought of the priest^s prog- 
nosticaticms, and he ahnost shuddered as he 
gazed on the grandeur around him. He M- 
lowed the royal family to the palace^ with the 
troop which escorted them, and urged by the 
ardour of his feelings, and. the intuitive deore 
to gain one glance of recognition, h^ pressed 
dose to the carriage from which the queen 
descended ; but she had no thoughts f(Mr him, 
or the many devoted fidlowers who surrounded 
her that day. Who may say what occupied 
hermind? 

As Cornelius wound slowly back to his bar- 
racks in the rear of the guard, he felt a depres- 
^on of spirits unexperienced ever , until then. 
The day before that very morning, as well as 
during the sleepless night that intervened, he 
had known a buoyancy of heart, of a nature 
undefinable and vague; but perhaps more 
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delightful than m(»re positive saisJEitions. These 
were the earliest hours of that one deep attach, 
ment, which almost all men experience — so un- 
like the fugitive visitings of comnKHl love— when 
the heart of the enthusiast acknowledges an im- 
pression, which it is unable to comprehend, 
and never may forget. The delicious reveries of 
those few hours, in which the mind cannot 
think, nor the eyes close,— when appetite is dead,^ 
and every thing a dreamy ^ichantment — are 
only broken by some painful 8)na[ipathy with 
her who gave them birth ; and the chain of 
visioned abstractions is snapped by some touch 
of actual feeling, which she alone can create. 

Cornelius paced his room that evening with 
an air of deep depression. He appeared to 
himself to have Suddenly started from the delur- 
sions of sleep, and he entared on the task of 
self-examination with a degree ol intense pain. 
He was amazed and shocked, as he called up in 
review the sensations of the last twenty-foiur 
hoiurs. He wished to doubt the reality of his 
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feelings, for he shrunk hack, and fdt his fnoe 
gk>w, when the remembrance c^ his daring 
thoughts was raised in evidence to his mind. 
The presunqption of his aqfMiations, even to be 
noticed or known by the queai of France, 
appeared to him to merit contempt and punish* 
ment He fdt as if the whole world had 
inerced the secret, which he was afraid to 
acknowledge to himself. He sank on a chair, 
and covered his face with his hands, as he re-^ 
fleeted in shame on the boldness with which he 
had gazed at, fcdlowed, and even spoken to 
her. He had heard in conversation aimingst 
the guards that morning, of a gentleman who 
at that mcmient wandered about Versailles, 
harmlessly mad from love of the queen. As 
the thought of this man reUimed upon Cor- 
nelius, he qprang fr<Hn his seat, and felt his 
hearths blood run chill — ^for he feared that his 
senses too might have wandered, which alone 
might account for his audacious thoughts. But 
all the struggles of forced reasoning with an 
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involuntary passion ended, as is usual, in the 
ktter acquiring fresh force from every effort 
to suppress it Cornelius, as his first emotion 
of self-reproach subaded, became convinced 
that though he ought not to imagine the pro* 
bability of his loving the queen, he was bound 
in duty as well as inclination to be devoted to 
her wholly. And proud in the conviction that 
he had thus, in its early stage, shaken off the 
witchery that was stealing on his heart, he added 
one to the list of those self-deceivers, who be- 
lieve reason to be more powerful than pas»on. 

I have stated that our hero had already be- 
come a marked man, through the positive mis- 
conception of the part he acted at the procession. 
Every hour increased his notoriety ; for Father 
O'Collogan, in the true spirit of Irish friend- 
ship, talked unceasingly in his praise, and 
spread a hundred innocent untruths about him, 
which had their birth in the inventive fertility 
of the good priest's imagination. Amongst 
other things he told every body that *' the 
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queen> and small blame to her> sweet soul that 
dae was, had taken a powerful fancy to the 
handsome young Irishman, as soon as ever she 
saw him knock down the fellow that was going 
to strike her ; that she had come out an the 
terrace on purpose to look at him that evening, 
and natural aiough it was ; that she had made 
the colonel inast on his joining the parade the 
next morinng, and for sure had looked more at, 
and thought more about him, than about the 
States General — ^fine a aght as it was." * 

All these, absurd exaggerations came quite 
natural to Father O'ColIogan. He believed 
every word of them, and meant tmy thing but 
evil to the queen. He thought nothing was 
more natural or more innocent, and therefore 
more certain, than her strong partiality for our 
hero— and all the rest of his conclusions followed 
in course. And it w^s thus unfortunately that 
many of the best fiiends oi Marie Antoinette 
struck death blows to her reputation, which 
they would have died to uphold. Every enemy^. 
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every scandal-monger, every babbler of the. 
town, caught each absurd rq)ort, and echoed 
it around : and, amongst dtha:^ equally fake, it 
was now loudly asserted that she had formed 
a vicdent liking to the young Irishman ; and the 
vile fandes of the public set no bounds to this 
imagined attachment. 

C<»iieliu8 was most unconsciously an object 
of general observation. He became a subject for 
the «ivy, and of course the enmity of many 
of his brother guardsmen ; and to the avowed 
enemies of the queen^ who every day increased 
even among the military, he was a noted mark 
for injury or insult, whenever occasion might 
serve. He inadvertently added to the calumnies 
which were abroad, by the reserved deportment 
at all times natural to Imn, but which was now 
increased fix)m the state of the feeling by which 
be was absorbed. All this was set down to 
pride ; and his late solitary walks in the park 
were attributed to other and more positive 
causes. 
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A month passed over in this manner. Cor- 
nelius, devoting himself with great ardour to the 
routine of his military instruction, was getting 
quickly through the early duties of a recruit ; 
and when he walked the streets, or rode to the 
exercise ground, in his suit of handsome blue 
uniform, or when he attended at the evening 
parties to which he was invited in the palace or 
the town, in his full-diress coat richly laced 
with gold, with scarlet velvet breeches and silk 
stockings, he was allowed to be among the most 
striking of the handsome youths who at that 
time adorned the dourt of Versailles. He felt 
an elevation of spirit, from the noble incitement 
which urged him on, that raised his manners 
to a level with his mind ; and he bore in his de- 
pcHtment the marks of a consciousness of some 
dignified motive of thought and action. He 
sometimes saw the queen, during her prome- 
nades, or when he happened to be on duty at 
the palace ; and labouring to convince himself 
that he had stifled the first symptoms of a 
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passion which h^ dared not indulge, he attri- 
buted to respectful zeal the throbbings of the 
heart, and swimming of the brain which 
oppressed him whenever she appeared. In his 
letters to his father he spoke with delight of his 
situation; touched slightly on public affairs, 
but never m^itioned the queen. Neither did 
he speak of her in his intercourse with his com- 
rades, or in society. But to Father O'Collogan 
he freely talked of his devotion to her cause, 
of his admiration of ber conduct, and with a 
warmth encouraged by the priest'^s continual 
assurances that he had found favour in the 
Mght of his royal mistress ; assurances which, 
wliile they were at the moment actually painful 
to our hero, worked their deep effect on his 
mind, and fostered the ambitious fervour of his 
unconfessed attachment. 

During all this time poor Bryan felt himself 
very ill jOJt eaee. The fine laced livery and 
cocked hat in which he was decked sat ungrace- 
fully upon him, as he thought^ and hjs in;ability 
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to express his grievances was worse than the 
grievances themselves. A butt for the un* 
cea^ng pranks and pleasantries of the soldier- 
servant granted to Cornelius, he had Httle con- 
solation. The military character of his master 
and his abstracted mien filled him with an in- 
creasing awe that threw him out of the way of 
common confidence, and his only rehef was his 
occasional confessions to Father O'CoUogan. 
He used to talk to him about home, and ^* the 
ould master," and his "poor mother,'' and 
"the castle" and Ireland — until the good 
nature and patriotism of the warm-hearted priest 
would overflow in streams of the purest be- 
nevolence. As an employment to Bryan, whose 
only actual occupation was the cleaning of his 
master's horse, Father O'CoUogan recommended 
the study of the French language. Bryan 
faithfully promised, and worked hard to pick 
up a word here and there, and his progress may 
be judged of, from his having told his master 
at the end of a month, that " he knew very well 
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how to ax for a bit and a sup, for dillo was 
water, and mimgey meant aidng.'^ 

Among the acquaintances formed by Cor- 
nelius, in the first days of his arrival at Ver- 
sailles, was a young man of about his own age, 
named Armand. This youth was well known 
as the prot^e of the queen, who had picked 
him up a child in one of her drives, adopted 
him with the consent of his parents, who were 
poor cottagers, and had had him reared and 
educated with all the indulgence and luxury 
common to the children of persons of rank. 
From these circumstances he was known among 
the people of Versailles by the nickname of 
Le Marquis de Rencontre, He was handsome 
and intelligent, but he had a good deal of the 
arrogance of people of low birth raised \y no 
merit of their own to a high station in society : 
and this was increased, as it ever is, by, the rank- 
ling feeUng of the contempt attached to him by 
his high bom associates; which forced him to an 
insolence of demeanour, as the only chance of 
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preserving his artificial level. He had also a 
dash of the libertine about him — an unsteadiness 
of principle and opinion — ^which evidently shewed 
that he had no moral feeling strong enough to 
keep him in the right course. Cornelius soon 
perceived all these points in his character, and 
he was, perhaps, the last associate our hero 
would have chosen, had it not been fircHn that 
involuntary attraction which led him towards 
every thing that harmonized with his devoticMi, 
which was rapidly becoming idolatry. He cal- 
culated on Armand^s attachment to the queen, 
and on the chances which might arise from an 
intimacy with him for his seeing her in less 
formal drcumstances than his pubUc duty per- 
mitted. In these views Cornelius was quite 
successful, for he not only procured, by means 
of his new acquaintance, facilities for private 
entrance into the palace and the gardens of the 
Trianons, but he had continued occasions of 
hearing of the queen, in all her domestic pur- 
siiits ; and he even gained so fSur on the good 
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will of Armand, as to get from him a small poif. 
tion of a lock of her hair taken from some fixed 
in the setting behind a miniature, which his 
royal patroness had presented to him on one 
of her fete days, as the most affectionate token 
of her regard. 

Provided with this treasure, Cornelius felt 
himself possessed of an amulet, not against the 
fcyil chances of fate, but against what they too 
«ommonly arise from, the evil conduct of men. 
With the lock of her hair on his heart, and her 
image ever in his mind, he was satisfied that 
he could not possibly commit an unworthy 
action ; for he felt like all those who imagine the 
presence of a revered object, as if there was 
something approaching the holiness of religious 
fervour in these sentiments, which in raising 
him to this perpetually fancied communion, 
seemed to lift him high above the grosser fiEiil. 
ings of humanity. One evening in the month 
of June, as he walked with Armand in the 
neighboiurhood of tbe Trianons, the oppreterve 
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Jieat of the weather forced them to take shelt^ 
in one of those little pleasure gardens, some of 
which are to be found even now on the outskirts 
of the park. At that period, when the popu« 
lation of Versailles was five times its presait 
amount, and the constant presence of a large 
military force added gaiety to the neighbour- 
hood, those little guingvettes were the scenes 
of continual revelry, dancing and enjoyment. 
On the evening in question, the one in which 
Armand and Cornelius sheltered themselves was 
crowded to excess, every arbour was occupied by 
some party, sipping their lemonade, or orgeat 
and water ; while the dancing ground was oc- 
cupied by a group who tripped it rather grace- 
fully than gaily, to the sound of a good orches- 
tra elevated among the branches of some acacias, 
whose white blossoms c^ime down with every 
breeze in showers of fragrance on the floor. 

The companions looked in vain for a seat, 
and were obliged to content themselves by stand- 
ing tmder the shade, and observing the ligbt 
B % 
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movements of the dancers, who seemed insen- 
sible to the heat which had so much incom- 
moded them. While they gazed, and exchanged 
their passing observations, they remarked that 
they were in their turn observed. A group, 
consisting of three or four officers of a regiment 
of chasseurs, then quartered at the cavalry bar- 
racks at Sevres, and as many more of the Na- 
tional Guard of Versailles, sat drinking in one 
of the arbours. Their conversation was boister- 
ous, and every word bore directly or indirectly 
a political meaning. They talked loudly of the 
discusdons at this time beginning to manifest 
themselves in the States General, and of the con- 
tests inevitably about to arise between the pepfde 
and the throne. They next spoke of the king 
in terms of insolent allusion — and from that 
tope they came to the queen. Cornelius and 
Armand had hitherto listened with comparative 
indifference, but now they felt all their attention 
aroused. It was quite evident that the oonver- 
sation was directed at them. Armand's person 
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was well known, and the uniform of Cornelius 
made him at once conspicuous, but he too was 
more particularly recognised as the Garde-du" 
Corps, respecting whom such calumnies were 
afloat. Snatches of popular songs were sung by 
the party, bearing upon the minions of the court 
and its servile hirelings. Loose hints were flung 
at random, and coarse jests went round, all 
pointed at our hero and his companicm. The 
dance ceased, and all this became evident to the 
company. Many seemed to participate in the 
sentiments of the insulting bravos, and the rest 
of the party were either indifferent or unob* 
serving as to what was passing. 

. From the moment that these proceedings took 
a personal turn, but still more when they seemed 
connected with the queen, Cornelius felt rooted 
to the spot by the intense desire of marking some 
Word or phrase on which he could decidedly 
fix; but the feeling of profound respect always 
mingled with his thoughts of her, made him 

shrink from any violence which might compro* 
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mise her name. He therefore waited with all 
the outward cahnness which his boiling indigna- 
tion allowed him to assume ; and he also consi- 
dered it a point of duty to leare the first notice' 
of what passed to Armand, in right of his more 
prominent atuation in society, and more par- 
ticularly from the relation in which he stood to- 
"^ards the queen. But Armand, to his great 
amaze, shewed no desire to interfere. He seemed, 
on the contrary, as if he wished to assume a want 
of consciousness of any thing ofiPensive, and after 
some casual remarks in an embarrassed air, he 
proposed to Cornelius that they should retire 
from the place. 

^'What!** cried the latter, "would you go, 
and leave these bullying ruffians to assert that 
we fled from their insults ? " 

** Come away, my dear finend, " replied the 
other; <^ recollect how delicately I am placed. 
Were I to step forward as the champion of the 
queen, I diould have a dozen duels on my haiidl 
«^or heaven's sake oomeJ"' 
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'^ Is it thus you argue, Annand ? ^ said Cor- 
nelius. ^^ You astonish me ! can such conside- 
rations make you submit to indignities offered to 
her name P^ 

** Why no, not exactly, " said his companion 
in a half whisper, and at the same time leading 
Cornelius by the arm ; *' but you know a brawl 
on her account might do her more injury than 
service at this crisis-^so do, my friend, come 
quietly away.*" 

Cornelius yielded slowly to the movement 
which led him alcmg, but was just framing a 
reply to prove the disgrace of a retreat, when 
one of the hostile party shouted loudly — 

** I told you so, my comrades. Thertf they go, 
sneaking away, beaten from the field without a 
blow! — ^worthy the minions of the modem 
Messalina ! Victory, victory !'* 

<^By heavens, this is too badP exclaimed 
Cornelius, disengaging his arm from the grasp 
of Armand. 
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^ Come on, come on,'' cried the latter, " we 
shall be murdered else !" 

*' Let us die then,'* replied our hero, " sooner 
than brook these atrocious insults ^ and with 
these words, he burst from the renewed hold of 
his companion, and stalked up to the table at 
which the bravos sat. 

" Which of this company," demanded he 
sternly, " dared to utter those calumnious epi- 
thets?'' 

" All, all," cried they with one voice, and 
rising from their seats. — " We all uttered them." 
. '' And all repeat them," said one of the 
national guard. 

'^ Then you are all liars and traitors," ex- 
claimed Cornelius," *^ and I stand here to make 
good my words." 

He instantly drew his sword, and stepped back 
a pace, to put himself in a posture of defence. 
They quickly followed his movement, and half- 
a dozen sabres gUttered at once before him. 
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The whole party rushed forward^ and ifl the 
unpremeditated fury of the moment, they would 
have cut their opponient in pieces, bad not one of 
the chasseurs, a huge fellow of fierce aspect, 
with immense itaustachios curling below hift 
chin, thrown himself between our hero and his 
assailants. 

^^ Stand back, stand back, comrades !^ cried 
he in an authoritative voice, — " would you fall 
on a single man? For shame— for shame ! no, he 
must choose amongst us. Give him fair play^ 
and let him meet his death honorably to us all V^ 

" Down with him r cried some ; ** let him 
choose then,*" said others ; — " which of us will 
you take ?" " Give me the pleasure of cuttmg 
your throat ! *" " It was I that uttered the 
words, make haste. Minion !^ and such phrases 
were uttered all at once by the party. 

" Since I must choose amongst you then,'* said 
our hero, ^* I shall take him with the long mus- 
tachios* He seems less a ruffian than the rest.^ 
H 3 
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*^ Cut bim in pieces !" Tociferated the othen^ 
and they rushed closer towards him, when the 
chasseur once more threw himself between them^ 
and cried out, ^^ Hold every one ! he has chosen 
me, and sealed his own fate. He diall die by my 
hand. Let no one dare to touch him; he 
belongs to me alone !^ 

*' Come on then, come on f exclaimed Cor- 
nelius. " Not so, my friend," replied the chas- 
seur, calmly. ^^ It must not be sa^ that you 
had foul play, you are alone here.'' 

** Alone !** cried Cornelius, looking round, 
and for tlie first time observing that he was 
abandoned by Armand ; *^ no matter, come 


on 


f'' 


** No, Sir," said the chasseur, " not now cer- 
tainly. But in two hours hence the moon will 
be up. We shall have better light than now, 
and less ccnnpany. Gro look for a friend, but 
beware of the Marquis. I shall expect you yon* 
der^^ — there, under the walls of the Menagerie* 
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You have no time to loee,^' added he, ^' and 
here is my card, that you may know whcHn to 
ask for if the moon be oyercast^ 

** I shall be punctual," said Cornelius, *< and 
am glad to have to deal with a man of honor.'^ 
And pulling out one of his own cards in ex-^ 
change for that which he took, he walked away, 
sheathing his sword, and followed by glances of 
respect and admiration from the crowd. 

As he moved briskly on towards die town, 
by the shortest path leading through the park, 
his mind was in a state of high effervescence. 
A confusion of thoughts arose, but uppermost 
was the wish for vengeance on the daring slan- 
derers of the queen. 

** Yes, she shall be revenged, by heavens !'* 
cried he to himself, clenching his fist and raising 
it towards heaven. Just as he uttered the spon- 
taneous exclamation, something rustled in the 
grove beside him, and as he clapped his hand 
to his sword, Armand jumped out on the path. 
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" Grood God, it is you, then !^ cried he; " you 
are safe, my friend !^ 

" And you too,'' replied Cornelius oontemp- 
tuously* 

" Don't think ill of me for my apparent 
abandonment of you," said Armand: ** I had 
most particular reasons." 

*^ It appears so," answered our hero, moving 
quickly on. 

" Why do you go so fast!" asked the other, 
** has any thing happened ? are you hurt ?" 

" No.*' 

" Where are are going then ?" 

« Home." 

** No where else ?'' 

<* No." 

^^ Shall I accompany you, my friend ?" 

" No, no." 

" Good-night then— good-night ! this is my 
p^th. Take care of yourself !" 

<^ I need not return the advice, Armand," 
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replied Cornelius with a sarcastic smile, that 
curved his lip like a rippling wave on the face 
of the ocean, which silently speiJ^s the agitation 
l>eneath. 

On arriving at the barracks he found Bryan 
waiting for him at the entrance with a letter in 
his hand, which he snatched hastily, supposing 
it, in his uncakulating fixedness of thought on 
the one great purpose of his mind, to be in some 
measure connected with his approaching meet- 
ing. He tore it open, and started back with 
conflicting emotions, when he read it to be an in- 
vitation for that evening to a party given by the 
Duchess de Poli^ac, and at which it was 
well known to him the queen had promised to 
appear. His heart throbbed quickly, and 
seemed almost to rise in his throat. He felt 
for an instant rooted to the spot He had longed 
for this invitation, which had been promised 
him, and procured for him by his cdonel, with 
a boundless impatience. It was the first time 
he had obtained the actual honor of being ad- 
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mitted into the private society of the queen. It 
was known that nobody was invited to parties 
where she went without the name being sub- 
mitted to her, and he had here the proof that 
she had sanctioned and approved of his ap> 
proaching her presence {or the first time, at the 
very moment that he could not, dared not avail 
himself of the opportunity. Tor an instant he 
resolved to go — to catch one glimpse of her at all 
hazards — to hear her voice once more — ^be pre- 
sented to her, and then fly to justify her name, at 
perish in the proud distinction of being known 
to her on a footing of honorable acquaintance. 

But his delicate sense of propriety forced him 
to abandon this intention as soon as it was per- 
formed ; for he thought it would have an air of 
gasconade, thus to throw himself into her pre- 
sence, on the point of an affiur which the next 
morning must make public, be its results what 
they might He therefore stepped quickly to 
his room, desiring Bryan to go and seek Father 
O^CoUogan on the instant. 
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" Fmth, and you'll find his reverence first 
yourself. Master Comalius — as it's my place to 
walk up st^rs after your honour,^ sud Bryan. 

" Why where is he f^ 

** Where would he be but in your honour^s 
room, waiting for you, wid a letter from the 
ould mast^ ?" 

** Good God ! from my father r exclaimed 
C<Mrnelius ; " I bad never thought of him ! how 
is my nature changed, to forget him at such a 
moment I what sufferings may not be this hour 
preparing fcnr him should I fall in this meeting ! 
—But no matt«*, it must be.** 

Father O'Collogan sat waiting for his young 
friend, anxiously willing for his coming, that 
he might hear the contents of the letter. When 
Cornelius entered, the priest put it befi>re him 
on the taUe, with a ngnificant look of anxiety 
and pleasure. 

" Not now, my good Sir,'* seud C<Mmelius 
with emoti<Hi, ^not to-night, I cannot venture 
to read 4t now." 
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«* Why wha^s the matter with you, child ?'' 
said the priest, in surprise : ** why it'*8 from your 
Father, agrah !" 

" Even so. Sir — I cannot indeed till the morn- 
ing—or perhaps late to-night, but not now, I 
am going out on most urgent business." 

^^ Business, arrah then what business, may I 
be bould to ask. Honey ?'^ 

" Why the fact is, Sir, that it is somewhat 
which concerns her Majesty — so you see that I 
cannot.*^ — 

" See that you cmrCt I oh, by the powers I 
see it clear enough that you ca/n though, do 
whatever you plase. I knew well there was 
something in the wind when I saw the Duchesa's 
sarvant coming with that billet with the big seal 
on it ; why then long life and success to you my 
darling I say ; then the queen has sent for you 
at last ! I knew what it would come to — your 
fortune^s made T* 

Cornelius, shocked at the mischief he had 
done by thus committing the name of the queen 


THE GARI>E-DU-COEPS. 161 

to the iacautious keeping of the priest^s ima^- 
nation, saw that he had but one course to pursue 
in order to save all risks of mis-statement. That 
was to tell him the exact truth of his ntuation : he 
did so therefore briefly, explaining in as few 
words asr possible the cause and circumstances 
of thequarreL 

** So you see, my dear good Sir," said Come- 
Uus, fimshing his recital '^ *' you see it will be quite 
useless to interfere or dissuade me — honor and 
duty command it— I must fight this man.** 

^ Why then, thunder and ^ounds, to be sure 
you must r exclaimed the priest ; " who the 
devil thought of dissuading you to the contraiy t 
ia it me ? far be it from me to stand before a 
christian soldier and his duty! — my darhng boy, 
I wasn't twenty long years chaplmn in die Irish 
brigade for nothing. By my sowl an you must, 
fight him sure enough, and kill him too, plase the 
Lord ; — and what**s his name, my honey ?" 
• " That I never enquired. Sir, but here's his 
card." 
' The priest took it, and holding- it up to 
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the fading light dose to the window, read it 
twice or thrice over, and then exclaimed in a 
voice approaching to terrc» — 

** By the powers it's too true— it's the Black 
Captain himself! Captain Alexandre Le Noir 
of the Chasseurs ! I would not wish to fnghten 
you, my darling boy, but in troth I fear you 
hav'tft long to Uve r " Why so, Sir ?"• said 
Cornelius smiUng ; << do you know this formic 
daMe fellow r 

^^ Faith I do, to my cost, agrah ; for he took 
the life of two of my best friends in the brigade, 
besides breaking Captain O'Mahoney^s thigh 
with a fHstol bullet, and running Sub-Lieutenant 
Woolohan through the lungs under the ram- 
parts of Strasbourg." 

I, ^^Th^, my good father, I take their cause 
as well as my own on this sword,^ said Come- 
lius, as he buckled on his belt, and gave direc- 
tions to Bryan to take his pistols out of the 
clothes-press where they were depoated in thdr 
case. 

<' Oh the deyiTs the fear of you, if courage 


could do it, I know Tery well/* aaid the Priest;: 
<^but he^s a terrible fellow that Black Captain, 
as we used to call him in the brigade. He 
always snuffs his candle with a bullet, and he 
calls the waiter at his hotel by the report of a 
pbtol.'' 

** WeU, Su-,'' said ComeUus, **if I faU by his 
arm, it is in a good cause at all eyents**^ 

<* Aye,'' readied the priest, " and it won't be 
for want of masses any how, if your sowl stays 
long in purgatory — lave that to me, my 
darling." 

•* Now Gkxi bless you, my dear Sir!'' added 
Cornelius scdemnly, aftor he had completed his 
arrangements, and dis^tched Bryan with a note 
to one of his comrades, requiring his immediate 
attenduice to accompany him to the place d 
Aieeting. ^< Grod bless you. Sir, and if we part 
tor the last time, I trust to your friendship to 
break this matter to my father--to tell him I 
thought of him at the last — and to explain that 
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if I did not read his letter — it was only that 
I feared-'' 

** Why then what's the use of bothering me 
with all this now ?" said the priest. ** Hav'n't 
you time enough to open your mind while we're 
going to the ground ?" 

" To the ground, Sir ! why you don't mean 
to come with me, surely?" 

** DofrCt I indeed ? you've a very odd notion of 
my character. Honey, if you think I'd let a 
friend be in the way of going out of this world, 
and not see him safe, and give him a^blessing at 
the end of his journey. No, no, that's not the 
way in the brigade, let me tell you. Come 
along, come along, my jewel," 

Cornelius's friend was quickly with him ; and 
the party, entering the Park through the Oran-^ 
gerie^ arrived soon under the palace walls, and 
they saw by the lights streaming from the win- 
dows of the apartments occupied by the Duchess 
de Polignac, a group of ladies standing in the 
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recess of a window, looking out, and apparently 
admiring the varied effects produced by the ex- 
piring daylight, and the young moonbeams 
sporting through the branches of the copsewood 
which skirted the lake called La piice Suisse. 
Cornelius looking up, suddenly distinguished, or 
fancied, or hoped that he saw the Queen. A 
pang shot through his heart, he felt it sinking, 
and putting his hand upon his breast the locket 
of luur met his touch. He stopped for a mo- 
ment, and unpercaved by his companions drew 
it forth, imprinted on it an impassioned kiss, 
threw his eyes a moment towards the window, 
and felt his bosom glow with zeal and courage 
as he marched forward. 

Under the wall of the Menagerie, which stands 
outside the park and close to the road leading to 
St Cyr, they saw the figures of three men, who 
stood in consultation as Cornelius and his friends 
advanced. The tall form of the Black Captain 
was not to be mistaken. The parties soon took 
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their ground, and their pistols were put into 
their hands. No <me perhaps ever fought .a 
premeditated duel without becoming pale as be 
Btood before his opponent It is a nervous mo- 
ment for most men, an awful one for all. Neither 
Cornelius nor his enemy were exceptions to this 
rule, but the rush of blood to their hearts was 
no proof of fear. They stood sternly looking at 
each other for a moment, and Father O'^Cpllogan 
declared that they might have been mistaken for 
a couple of the statues in the park, while the 
cold moonbeam streamed across their pale pro- 
files and motionless forms. 

^' The Lord steady your arm, my boy r ex- 
claimed the priest in a fervent but faltering toi^, 
as he Walked but of the line of fire, with the 
seconds and Brjran, whose teeth chattered to- 
gether as he attempted to mutter sji ** Amen r 

** Where will you bit him, Le Ncrir ?^ asked 
the Black Captidn^s second, as he moved asid^. 

^ In the bead," replied he. 
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** Oh, the murthering thief P exclaimed the 
priest, wringing his hands. ^* The black villain P* 
cried Bryan. 

The signal given, both pistols went off at the 
same instant The captain remained steady on 
his legs. Cornelius tottered a step or two, and 
his hat fell. 

^* He's a dead man, heaven receive his sowl !" 
cried the priest. He rushed forward with Bryan 
and the seconds, as Cornelius stooped down to 
the earth, and when they reached him he had 
picked up his hat, and replaced it on his head. 

" The shadow of your cockade saved you, 
Sir,^ said the Uack captain coolly ; and it might 
have been so, for the ball passed just above it 
through the hat, grazing Comelius'^s hair. 

*^ Draw your sword. Sir, and defend your- 
self!'^ continued the determined duellist; and 
before either Father O'Collogan or Bryan had 
time for an exdUimation, the combatants' weapons 
were crossed and clashing. 
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" Stop, Stop r cried the Black Captmtfs 
second, " my friend is bleeding.'' 

"'Tis nothing," said Le Noir fiercely, and 
shaking his left hand to motion ofi^ his friend, 
a stream of blood issued from it, for, as it had 
hung loosely by his side, Cornelius's ball had 
shattered two of the fingers. 

" If you are much hurt. Sir," said Cornelius, 
dropping his sword's point, — ^but before he 
could finish the sentence his antagonist called 
out . . 

" Come on, come on, Sir, no babbling !" 

ComeUus raised his arm once morel He 
knew that his life depended on his instant ex- 
ertion, and that he had no chance of esc^>e in a 
scientific contest. He therefore sprang forward 
with one bound ; imd receiving the point of his 
opponent's sword slightly in his left arm, he 
made a dirust, and felt the hilt of his own 
weapon strike hard against the buttons of the 
coat, as the blade went through the heart and 
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body of his foe. As he attempted to puU It 
out, the huge carcase fell against him, and as 
it dropped heavily to the ground, a convuMve 
heave of the chest, and a deep groan, left it a 
breathless corpse. 

The friends of the unfortunate victim were 
astounded. They could not for awhile believe 
die result that was before their eyes ; nor ima- 
gine the possibility xjt his skilful arm having 
been baffled by an untried boy. Cornelius 
lingered horror-struck on the spot, and gazed 
upon the livid countenance with great agitation. 

Father CColIogan in vain tried to awsken a 
spark of life by his pious ejaculations. Bryan 
trembled so violently as to require the help of 
his master's second to lead him from the ground ; 
and the whole party reached the barracks in 
bewildering doubts of the reality of the awful 
Bcene. 


VOL. II. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The reputation of this affair with the Black 
Captain became a moral passport for our hero*s 
admission into all the besl society of Versailles. 
When Cornelius wiped his enemy's blood from 
his sword, be seemed at the same time to relieve 
his heart from the load which, in the first moments 
after their contest, had lain there so heavily. He 
had a clear conscience, his nerves were strong; 
and he had all his life learned lessons of fortitude 
and the praise of military feeling. He had been 
accustomed to tales of warfare by his father, 
had seen a duel or two in his boyhood, and bad 
frequently witnessed the bloody contests of rival 
factions at the fairs and patterns in his native 
country. Above all he gloried in the cause in 
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which he had risked his own life, and in which 
be had taken that of another ; and if at times 
some feelug of regret did arise at his having 
ftbed the blood of a fellow-creatare> he reflected 
that it was but perhaps the opening act of a 
deep drama; for the stormy aspect of things tcdd 
him he might frequently require a bold heart 
and a sharp sword. Distinctions of all kinds 
flowed in upon him. The peaceable members 
ol society fek grateful to him for having ndden 
the world of a pest, and even the quarrelsome 
were rejoiced at the diqx>sal of the bravo who 
occupied the first station on the fightmg list. 
Corneliuses immediate comrades in the guard 
felt his exploit as their own, and were proud of 
the doer, as partaking in ^some way of his cele- 
brity. He was presented to many persons of 
rank, was assured of immediate promotion, and 
seemed fairly to have made his first step towards 
a prosparous career. Father OXoUogan was 
greatly elated by the glory of his young friend ; 
and Bryan Mulcahie held his shoulders full as 
i2 
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h^li as he had carried Ids head before, while 
that seemed in his estimatioii of its loftiness to 
tcHich the very stars. In proportion as our hero 
was raised, Armahd, as he merited, sunk in the 
world's esteem. Deeply humiliated, he almost 
entirely disappeared from Versailles, and was 
frequently seen lounging among the popular 
meetings of Paris, with a gloomy and discon- 
tented air. 

Cornelius took all his honours with modesty 
and moderation ; but now fairly admitted as one 
in the most intimate circle of the queen's friends, 
and occupying the station which he felt his own, 
in virtue of his zeal, if not of his services, he had 
reached the summit of his desires. To see her, 
to gaze, as he frequently did, for hours together, 
on her beauty, to hear hpr, to listen to her ani- 
tiiated conversation freely poured out before 
him— sometimes even to be addressed by her, 
and to be permitted to reply — what more could 
he desire ! The rest at least depended on him- 
self ;— to think of her by day, to dream of her 
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by night, to wear her lock of hair upon his 
heart, and to vow his whole life to her service. 
The particular state of our heroes feelings at 
this period was developed in some fragments 
of prose and verse, the former too unconnected, 
and the latter too imperfect for publication. 
The prose was merely the rambling utterance of 
conflicting feelings; the poetry, passionate ad- 
dresses to his idol, but written in moods of too 
much nncerity and real emotion, to allow of the 
artificial graces of compodtion. The documents 
served, however, as records from which to draw 
many conclusions, that the more scanty detul 
of facts would scarcely have warranted. 

The disunions among the States General every 
day presented the most formidable aspect. TI]« 
National Assembly commenced its self-created 
career ; the power of the Eing was defied, and 
be himsdf set at naught The Bastile was 
taken. Tyranny was chased from the land, 
having previously been rendered so vapoury and 
impalpable, that like the body of a mi^idan, fl 
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left no shadow on its path. But tke fifiteenth of 
July, the day after the fall of the Bastile, when 
the power of the erown was virtually crushed 
h&xeath its ruins, the king appealed in the 
midst of the National Assembly, addressed thCT» 
in the sincerity of his moderation, was heard 
with applause, conducted by the peqple to his 
palace, and once mcn^ possessed the semblance 
0i his state. He decdved himself then, as he 
did at every step of his gradual disgrace, into 
the bdirf that his good faith would beget sior 
cerfty in the assembly, and Aat having ac&non^ 
ledged th^ rights, all might yet go weU. The 
queen £eh differently, and her daring and in^^ 
suited spint frowned al the storm whose violence 
it could not quell. On the day following this^ 
memorable visit of humiliation, Marie Antoinette 
implored the king, as the only h«pe against the 
evik whidi pressed down their authority, to in^ 
«tantly cwvole the Notables of Paris, and give 
tbem the powers which the Assembly had wrench*- 
fd from the States General imd made its owa. 
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But Louis rejected her proposal Instead of 
taking that bold step, he repaired to Paris the 
next morning, and by displaying hunself, humU 
liated as he was, to the people, he set the seal 
upon their sovereignty and his own subjection. 

From this period no chance of good existed 
for the queen, and she appears to have almost 
abandoned all hope of avertmg the fate she saw 
preparing. Her arguments to arouse the king 
to a sense of his danger or his dignity fell 
blunted against the silken sloth by which his 
spirit was encompassed. Without a hold upon 
the nation, or a party in the state, she had but 
one duty to perfonn — ^to follow the fcnrtunes of 
her husband, and to soften by her sympathy the 
fall which her firmness could not prevent. During 
the remaining months of this eventful summer 
die passed much of her time at the Little Tria- 
non, that favourite retreat, where the elegance 
of her taste had had such ample field for developed 
'ment, in transfcMrming the mathematical insipid 
dhy of French gardaiing into the. romantic 
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varieties of an English park. If any doubt 
could exist as to the unfitness of Marie Antoi* 
nette for an intimate connection with the nation 
she ruled over> the Little Trianon is still the evi^ 
dence of it. That heart nmst be a hard one, of 
him who can roam through this enchanting de- 
sert at the present day, pace the curved walks, 
linger on the borders of the lakes, muse on the 
rustic bridges, or stroll through the lovely vil- 
lage, without feeling a throb of anguish as the 
mind turns to her who created and adorned the 
spot. And in recalling her innocent enjoyment 
of this place, and marvelling that it should stand 
isolated and uncopied in the country, we ca]Q 
fancy an analogy in its neglect and her persecu** 
tion. Both the queen and her pleasure grounds 
were in a taste too accordant with nature to suU 
a people so artificial. The remark of La Bru- 
yere, that the French wished their masters to be 
serious and severe, may be fairly illustrated by 
the taste of th^ gardens; and their feehng f<^ 
thw l^ing is Uke that for their flower ploto-v 
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that they may be raised up or trampled down at 
pleasure. 

Cornelius had full liberty to enter the Tria- 
nons, even when the queen and her party were 
there. Of this he had never availed himself; for 
great as was his desire to throw himself conti- 
nually into her presence, his sense of propriety 
was too acute t^ admit of an intrusion on her 
private pleasures. One evening, however, he 
returned home early from Paris, where, as was 
his constant custom, he had been passing the 
day, less from curioaty to gaze on buildings and 
promenades, which had but little attractions for 
him then, than from his desire to watch the pro- 
gress of the public spirit, and by learning accu- 
rately the state of feeling against the queen, to 
be perhaps enabled, in ever so trifling a degree, 
to counteract its effects. He was fatigued and 
agitated ; for in the simple habit of a citizen he 
bad mingled with the thnmg in the Palais Royal, 
and listened to the abusive tirade of a vulgar 
demagogue against her whom he bdieved to be 
18 
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the very essetice <^ all that was pure and goodr 
The absolute necessity of restraining hig ind]g-» 
nation threw all its ^olence inwards ; and when 
he reached VersaiUeSy bis suppressed rage seemed 
to call for some soothing remedy. His step^ 
naturally turned towards the Tiianon, then oc- 
cupied by the king, the queen, and a few chosen 
friends, from those of the coustiers wh(»n they 
esteemed the most. 

As he was known to the porters at the gate^ 
and possessed the countersign for admittance, he 
had no difficulty in entering the grounds, but 
that which arose from his own timidity. He 
paused as he put his foot within the precinctt 
which he was wont to consider sacred; and he 
asked himself if it was deUcate or just to use hi^ 
privilege for violating the privacy before him. 
His doubts were, however, put to fliglit by s 
distant view of a female group in^thin, and he 
could not resist the desire of observing the pur- 
suits of this rural party, and judging between 
the £Eict of the reoreations of the Triancm> and 
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the calummous accounts which were received by 
the public. He passed therefore to the left, and 
wound through the path that leads behind the 
drcular pavilion appropriated to the queen'^s 
music parties. As he moved cm he heard the 
tones of a harpsichord accompanying a f<anale 
voice; but it was not that of her whose tones or 
whose pres^ice could alone have power to soothe 
him then. He walked forward, and looking 
to the right down through the willows and 
dropping acacias whose branches floated on the 
lake, he saw a boat rowed by two men in pea- 
sants' dresses, but whc»n he soon recognized to 
be the Count d'Artois, the king^s brother, and 
the Duke de Luxembourg. Three ladies sat m 
the boat, and amused themselves by throwing 
crumbs of lH*ead to the swans, who pursued 
them at full sail, with curved necks and anxious 
beaks, raising a froth round their leathered 
^rows, as diey cut through the ripjding track 
f<»med by the boat befixre them. The disgidse 
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of their rustic costume could not deceive Cor* 
nelius as to the forms of the ladies, and he 
knew one to be the queen, the other her favourite 
friend the Duchess de Polignac, and the third 
the Princess Elizabeth. As he followed with 
his eye the course of the boat, he marked ft 
party standing on the opposite bank of the lake 
ready to receive it. He took his station at the 
foot (rf the little round tower called La Tmir de 
Mdlbroucky as the boat was moored close to the 
steps of the Miller''s Cottage, and he saw the 
queen handed on shore by the king, in the dress 
of the Bailly of the viDage, which part be filled 
in that day's rural pageant ; and the whole party 
moved along towards the house appropriated 
for the residence of the rustic magistrate. The 
various cottages were occupied by their noble 
ienants, who put on for the occasion the habili- 
inehts suited to their harmless masquerade. 
One was the simple curi^ another the miller, a 
third a farmer, and so on ; and every one as- 
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sumed, for the time, as much of the mamiers of 
the characters they personated, as was consbient 
with the talents of the several actors. 

As Cornelius gazed on this extracnxlinary 
scene, and saw the semblance of contentment 
which reigned around him, he could not help 
moralizing for awhile. He mused on this 
mockery of happiness, and would have fathomed, 
if he could, the depths of pride, profligacy and 
ambition, which he believed to be hidden under 
so many humble habits. He thought he could 
discern the courtier's treachery but ill concealed 
by the homely air which sat uneasily upon him ; 
and in the gait and gestures of the viJlage 
dancers, he fancied he could trace a mixture of 
vanity and falsehood. But when, as he followed 
the movements of the different parties, he came 
once more in view of tlmt which surrounded the 
king and queen, and saw her looking on with 
the composed expression of real pleasure, and 
him with an air of calm enjoyment, at the occu* 
paticHi of an attendant who was milking the 
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BaUlj/'s €ow8, Cornelius thought that he had at 
last found a pair, one of whom was tormed 
permanently to fill the character he personated 
for a day, and the other to enjoy the real delights 
of a life, the tempcu'ary representati(m of which 
was planned from her heartfelt taste for its 
reality. " There are no faces," exclaimed he 
half aloud, *^ to tell the hypocrisy of the heart ; 
but a sincerity that sanctifies the whole. Hea- 
vens ! what a jnty that yonder king cannot ank 
at once into the obscure enjoyments of the lowly 
class he represents this moment, and that she, 
so fitted to adorn and elevate the humble plea- 
sures of life, must be doomed to an existence 
of bumidied state, that bows down her happi* 
ness^ as the brilUant sun-beam withers the flower 
it shines on ! ^^ 

The impression left aa our hero, by the scene 
which he witneceed,, was of a nature too melan* 
chdy to be really soothing. He quitted the 
place by an outlet diff^ent from the way he had 
entered; and he thus saw for the first and last 
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tnne the idcd nuBtreBS of bis heart and soul, in 
the character wtndi suited her the best This 
was the latest of those pleasure parties in wbidi 
Marie Antoinette was permitted to shake off, 
even in seemingy the fcumal cares of royalty. 
Many of those who fumed her sodety on these 
occasions were soon after dispersed abroad; 
among them, the Count D'Artois and the Duchess 
de Polignac : and he who wanders now in the 
well kept, but dreary gardens of the Trianon^ 
marking the tenantless cottages^ the lonely groTes, 
and empty temples, may let his fancy shadow 
forth the graceful form of the queen, surrounded 
by an imagined group of joyous friends, — and 
thus people the scene, which would look less 
desolate than now, if the wild weeds and tangled 
shrubs were suffered to shut out the memory of 
its former aq)ect. 

As Comelitis walked slowly aloi^, mitside the 
d^p ditch which fences the garden towards the 
west, he heard from within occasional bursts of 
laughter, as if the thoughtless courtiers had no 
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heed for the dangers which seemed hoverhig 
over the land. Two Toioes in deep conversation 
in the walk which runs close to the edge of the 
ditch, formed a contrast to these unmeaning 
sounds. CcMnelius was no listener, hut having 
caught the first words, the voice which uttered 
them contained a spell which attracted him to- 
wards it in his own despite. 

It was the queen who ^poke ; and there was 
in her tone a deep seriousness, as if her heart 
was in tlie words she uttered. 

^< Alas!'^ said she, <<what can I do to please 
them? is not my life devoted to my husband, 
to my children, and to them ; but — ^no, they will 
not allow me to be their friend."" 

" They are growing quite infuriated against 
you— these pleasure parties are mai*ked with 
particular obloquy,'* replied the voice of a man, 
whom Cornelius could not recognize. 

*^And would you have me abandcm these 
only resources now left me ? '* said the que^n in 
an afiecting tone. 
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^ " You mt^/' answered the Yoice. 
V ^^ I will noiy^ exclaimed she with an expres- 
sion of pride, and something of resentmenti 
** No^ I will not, at the oommandof ma 
Ignorant and ungrateful rabUe^ be driven fnusi 
the only consolation left me for their baseness. 
I tell you, in the words of Madame de Mainte- 
non, I am on the stage, and must submit to be 
hissed or applauded.^ 

** Recollect,'' said the voice, " that our great 
ancestor Louis XIV . danced aa his own theatre^ 
but gave up the pleasure when a poet wrot^ 
verses to prove its impropriety.'* , 

^* You are always apt in reply ,^ sind the 
queen ; '^ and I should be deeply influenced 
by your advice on all matters, were you not 
so tinged wHh the odious principles that aie 
abroad, so fatal to the country, to the king, 
and to us all.'^ 

^< A great revolution is at band— the king 
should become its chief,'' rejdied the voipe with 
firmness i apd pmr hero^ recollecting that th^^ 
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words were a few months before uttered by tbe 
king's second broths, the Count de Provence,* 
had no hesitation in beliering that he was the 
Mentor et his sister-in-law at this moment He 
looked through the spaces i« the dirubberjy 
idiere the figures passed, but be could only 
di^tinguii^ glimpses of the rustic robes worn by 
the queen, mid the cassock of him who per<- 
sonated the cur£. A few words more, pro^ 
nounced in an under tone, were inaud3)le for 
him, but just as the^speakers turned into another 
waUc, he heaacd Marie Antoinette say with 
great emotion, 

<< Wdl, imce it must be so^ I gjlve up the most 
innocent enjoyxsent of my life,, 'nt obedience td 
the cruel y(»ce of the peofde; but it will be of no 
use. Every concession will but hasten the 
disis ! ^ and here the conversation died away. 

Cornelius refiected on the speech he had that 
day heard tiom the n^an orator of the Palai» 
Boyal, and on the aj^lauding shouts ci the 

• Afterwards Louis XVin. 
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listeners. He repeated the last prophetic words 
of the queen, and unoonsciouslj exclaimed 
aloud— 

<* Then let us be prepared ! " 

" Prepared ! " echoed some one close behind 
him ; " prepared for what, my fHend ? " 

Our hero turned shortly round. He was im- 
armed, but fearless. He recognized the speaker^ 
and distinguished his voice at the same moment: 
It was Armand who stood close by him, wrapped 
in a cloak. 

^ Prepared for what, Cornelius?^ rdterated 
he. 

^ F(»r the coun|ge of our enemies,, and the 
cowardice of our friends,!** returned Cornelius^ 
with a determined and re{»oachful air. 

** Come, come,** cried Armand, *^ forgive me 
that afiair, my good fellow. I bear you no ma» 
lice,, bdieve me, although yoiur conduct haa 
blasted my reputation perhaps fbr ever. You 
«ttf«^. forgive my conduct?' 

^ Forpveit!'* 
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<^ Aye, and forget it Men must submit to 
circumstances ; and I am no more than other 
men. Consider how I am situated — ^how much 
hatred I excite from the mere chances of mj 
fortune — matters quite out of my control. I am 
surrounded by dangers, and must meet them by 
temporizing with events. Adopted by the 
queen, I adore her. Doubt me not, Cornelius^— 
at this moment you see me lingering round the 
spot she inhabits, in hopes of catching the sound 
of her voice, for I dare not look upon her face : 
but what can I do? my very attachment to her 
is a crime in the eyes of the people.*" 

** The rabble, you mean,^ interrupted our 
hero ; *^ the rabble, who, though they may poa- 
sess the s^s, cannot from the very nature of 
their pursuits, have time for the cultivation of 
refined sentiments, or comprehend the gratitude 
you Qwe the queen. Is that the ordeal you 
Iflrould be judged by .^ ^ 

" They are all-powerful— or will be so sooxij^ 
my friend," 


THE OAEDX-DU-COfiFS. 189 

** Brute Ignorance can have no power that I 
will own," said Cornelius. 

" I must though,'' answered Armand, "re- 
member I myself am of the people, and must 
feel their cause my own." 

" What,^ cried Cornelius, " is this then your 
creed? I know what these words would say. 
The cause of the people i — abused and misap- 
plied phrase ! But your views are changed, it 
seems. The people i — do you then abandon your 
royal patroness, to whom you owe every thing ? 
Do you give. up all your high aspirings, and' 
resolve to sink yourself into the mob?''* 

** No, I adore her — I repeat it ; but I confess 
I do feel a stir in my plebeian blood, when I 
hear the people calling for their rights. In fact 
1 have made my choice. I will not stand in the 
ranks to which my brother may be opposed. I 
am a citizen, and will act as becomes my 
station.'^ 

This tirade made just its proper impression 
on Cmnelius, by shewing him that his quondam 


190 THK PKIE8T, AKB 

fiiend, who latdy betd his nose so high, as if he 
would not smell the very oame of the peqple^ 
bad now changed sades^ because the peopk's 
heads were towering above his own. Cornelius 
icontinued the conversaticHi till a late hour that 
night, and he found that the ci-devant Marquis 
de Rencontre was, indeed, reduced to the rank 
of simple citizen, by the operation of persona^ 
fear, a powerful instrument in such times for 
making conv^ts to any cause which seems to 
flourish, Armand was evidaitly deep in the se- 
crets of the Parisian proceedings. His long 
absences were now accounted for. He talked 
freely with our hero, whom he evidently esteemed 
and confided in — ^but not enough to commit him- 
self. He spoke only as a patriot, not as a conspi- 
rator : but, amidst all his reasonings, he protested 
an affection and attachment to the queai, which 
seemed to break out every moment unpremedi- 
tatedly, like a beam of light on the gloomy 
tenor of his discourse. Comdius was deter- 
mined not to lose sight of him, for he saw how 
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Taluable lie might prove as a means cS countar- 
acting the machinations of which the queen was 
intended to be the first victim. They parted, 
therefore, with a fn^omise on the part of Armand 
to see C<»nelius oit&iy and to keep him informed 
of the state of the public mind towards the 
queen, as far as his opportunities might allow of 
his understanding its movem^ts. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


For two months more, the elements of the 
revolutionary tempest were preparing themselves 
in the depiths of the Parisian mind, and 
bubbling fiercely up to the surface of society. 
The Assembly, which was supposed to represent 
the nation, was merely a mirror which reflected 
the semblance of public feeling. It repeated 
the frantic gestures, and shewed the distorted 
features of the people ; but it gave no insight 
into the tumultuous passions which throbbed 
in the pulses of their hearts. In fact, the nation 
was not represented — and its Assembly was a 
mockery ; for it stood forth itself in all the 
power of individual existence, and it outvoiced 
the clamourings of those who called themselves 
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its organs. The people prodaimed themselves 
omnipotent ; and rightly. It is not the assertion 
pf their sovereignty, but its abuse, which makes 
th^n hideous in the eyes of thinking men. 

Versailles, during the time immediately pre- 
ceding the catastrophe which shattered its pros- 
perity, was a scene of continual dotation and 
alarm. Many of the cold and calculating 
nobles bad begun to withdraw from the field of 
the f(»lhc(uning contest, and left it to the occu- 
pation of those whose desardcm might havo 
given some chimce for safety to the country. 
Private councils, which could effect nothing 
to restrain the headlong march of events,— »and 
public cabals, by which it was hastened— -ill con- 
e^ved plans for prevention of ill, and imprac- 
ticable projects for its cure— such were the com^ 
iHuadons of confusion and incapacity, which 
stood opposed to the ruidiing torrent of the 
jrevolution. 

The Garde-du-C(»ps was at this period almost 
the only sure reliance on which the safety of the 

VOL. II. K 
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royal family rested. The whole body of the 
troops were more or less infected with the spirit 
of revolt; and it was only those who came in 
intimate contact with the residence of the court, 
in whom the least trust could be reposed. The 
Regiment of Flanders was then stationed at Ver- 
sailles ; and for the purpose of keeping up its 
good disposition towards the king, and to draw it 
more closely to his cause, the Garde-du-Corps 
invited the officers to a repast, for which very 
splendid preparations were made. 

The Garde-du-Corps at this epoch consisted of 
eight hundred horsemen, a powerful body in 
common times, but very unimpc»*tantlSien. This 
force was chiefly composed of young men of the 
first connections, and th&r attachment to the king 
was proportioned to the favour and consequence 
which they enjoyed. The suppression, in 1775, 
of La Maison MUitaire^ the military household 
of the king, threw a considerable share of distinc- 
tion upon the GardCf who thus possessed the ex^ 
elusive privilege of protecting the royal person. 
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But the chief bold on th^ alliance, and the 
best security for its continuance^ existed perhaps 
in the character of their beautiful queen, and 
the powerful incitements which her service held 
forth for the chivalrous fidelity of these brave and 
ardent youths. Her marked distinction of this 
corps was very early displayed, for during the 
rejoicings at the birth of the dauphin both she 
and the king accepted their invitation to a splen- 
did ball, which Marie Antoinette herself con- 
descended to open, by a minuet danced with a 
simple guardsman, a youth of gay and gallant 
bearing then, and who may be seen to-day oc- 
cafiaonaUjf strolling on Ae Boulevardsrr-hapjpy in 
his old age, and in the recollection of that proud- 
est iBom^it of his Hfe. 

The repast to the Regiment of Flanders was 
givaa on the 1st of September, 1789, and was 
the chief cause which hurried on the remaining 
politicai deeds of that eventful year. The large 
theatre in the palace was the place selected for 
the entertainment, and the preparations shewed 
K 2 


196 THB PftlEST, AND 

that it was no common purpose which was meant 
bj that memorable feast. The tables were laid 
all down the stage, and across the pit, which was 
level with it, and the benches of which w&e 
removed {osr the occasion. A numerous orchestra 
was placed in the gallery, and the boxes were 
filled with the ladies of the court and their 
friends, all full dressed. The whole extent of 
the i^age was disembarrassed of its machinery, 
and the large looking glasses, placed in every 
interval of the dde scenes, reflected back the 
company, the lights, and the decorations. The 
guests, consisting of the officers of the regiment 
of Flanders and a part of the national guard of 
Versailles, were distributed amongst their in- 
vitors ; and the unanimity of sentiment which 
prevailed was in harmony with the magnificence 
of the whole scene* A^' the feast went on, and 
die glasses sparkled, the spirits oi the hosts 
mounted with thdr wine, and the guests caught 
the flame of that enthusiasm, the train of which 
laid so skilfully. The English custom of 
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giving toasts, just then gaining ground in France, 
was on this occasion successfully adapted to the 
riang loyalty of the meeting; and when the 
King'^s health was given, the band struck up the 
xdebrated loyal and national air O Richard! 
O mon Rot! This was the agnal, or at least the 
impulse, for the grand moyeoient of the evening ; 
for amidst the echoing shouts of *^ Live the 
King and Queen !"" a deputation of the Garde-du^ 
Corps was dispatched to the Royal apartments, 
with an humble request that their Majestiea 
would honour the meeting by their presence, and 
witness the unanimous expressions of loya}ty 
and zeal. It is difficult to say, although many 
exist to whom the fact mu3t be known, wiiether 
or not this was a preconcerted^ maneeuvre, or 
whether the king was aware of it and prepared 
to act accordingly. Much has been writteii on 
the occasion, for and against this supposition ; 
but every probability of the case seems to ]nq>ly 
that the queen at all events participated in the 
tdeagn. It was consistent with the undaunted 
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firmness of her character, and was a brave and 
spirit-stirring effort to uphold her sinking cause. 
When the king, the queen, and the dauphin 
entered the theatre, by the front door leading 
under the centre boxes, and opening full upon 
the assembled company, the effect was electrical ; 
the wildest expressions of enthudasm burst from 
all sides ; the band repeated the inspiring air : 
the feasters rose, and glass in hand shouted it 
in tones of startling fervour; the ladies in the 
boxes waved theirwhite handkerchiefs, and joined 
their timid voices to the hoarse sounds below ; 
and the whole formed a chorus of discord more 
grateful than the most melodious harmony. 
Amongst the most enraptured but the least 
boisterous was our hero. The deep emotions 
of his soul could not in her presence find vent, 
for his respect restnuned the outward symbols 
of delight. He was, however, one of those who 
followed closest on the royal train, as it return- 
ed to the apartments of the king ; and when he 
came back to this scene of festivity he gave 
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loose to his joy. The party, at length broke 
up, and scattering into the court-yards and 
ihe parks, their enthuaasm was soon caught 
Jby those without, as well as felt by all within 
the palace. The soldiers of the R^ment of 
Flanders were as highly excited as their officers ; 
<nie of them climbed up tbe outside of the archi- 
tecture of the palace to an alarming height, till 
he reached the windows of the king^s bed-room, 
and shouted Vive le Rot ! Cornelius was one of 
^hosewho helped him to descend; and as he 
reached the ground the report. of. a musquet 
told the fate of another of the raiment, who in 
a paroxysm of loyalty shot himself on the Place 
4*JrmeSf in mad regret at having listened to 
iM>me who strove to turn him from Im all^^ance ! 
With such results as these before them, the 
xoy al family and thdr party may well be excused 
if they recovered their confidence in some mea- 
sure, and deceived themselves awhile. They 
imaged this occurrence to be the touch-stone of 
/e^ling, not only among the militaiy but the 
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people at krge; they misconceived (as itf^e 
geneFallj do erents and objects which are near 
to us) the dimensions ci the experiment which 
had- been tried ; and th^ flattered themselves 
into the belkf that the scene just acted in the 
Royal Theatre of Versailles would be repeated 
in every town throughout the kingdom. This 
ddusion produced the usual effects onthe victims. 
They talked much, but did little ; raised thdr 
vcMces, not th^ anns ; overrated their means 
and under-valued their enemies ; retarded their 
laieasures of safety, and hurried on their ruin. 

The active i^ents of the popular party held 
a different course from this. They saw that 
th^e still was danger to their cause ; and they 
resolved that the flame which had burst forth 
from the embers ot loyalty should be extin- 
guished in the blood of those who raised it 
The queen and the Garde-du-Coips were 
doomed to inunediate destruction ; and events 
rolled on. 

The interval between the day of the repast 
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mnH the fifth of October was not marked by any 
material occurrence in i^hich our hero was per- 
amially concerned. He, in the fiihiess of hk 
youthful hope, was no doubt decked like the 
rest, and could not imagine the possibihty of 
mental ill to that being whom he elevated above 
the range of mortality. He almost whoDy 
neglected every thing but his military duties 
and his devotion to the queen. He fulfilled the 
first and cherished the latter with equal zeal. 
His correspondence with his father followed the 
course of other less interesting affairs : his letters 
became hurried, unfrequent and rambling, and 
he betrayed the wanderings of a mind which 
-evidently went astray when it swerved a moment 
from its one great object. Father O'Collogan 
saw what was passing with a watchful and 
gloomy eye: amidst all the simplicity of his 
nature he possessed a great share of the shrewd- 
ness which is common to his countrymen, and 
his dark anticipations burst forth in many a con- 
'^ersation, exclamation, and qudtation, which we 
x3 
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shall not stop to record. Bryan Mulcahie 
viewed the aspect of affairs in a very different 
light from his confessor. He had become gra- 
dually reconciled to his situation, had made 
himself master of a few importanrt phrases of the 
language, and being a cheerful and obliging 
fellow, he had ingratiated himself into the good 
graces of two or tixree of the men servants and 
five or six of the females of the neghbourhood. 
He had been at Paris more than once; and 
observing the idleness which was predominant, 
the neglect of business, the continual talking, 
abging, dancing and fraternal embracing in the 
streets, he pronounced the French to be " the 
pleasantest people in the whole Varsal world 
out and out '/" and the catastrophe which was at 
hand burst upon him like a thunder-bolt. 

But Bryan Mulcahie did not stand alone; 
for such was the ignorance of the cabinet of Ver- 
sailles as to what was coming to pass, or the 
absurd affectaticm of indifference towards it, that 
on the morning of the fifth of October, the day 
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^hich nwis virtually the last of the royal power, 
Louis, its hafdess represeotatiYe, went out on a 
shootingpartytothewoodsofMeudon! Couriar 
*aft^ courier arrived from Paris, report fcdiowed 
r^)ort, and alarm succeeded io alarm ; but it was 
not till the Parisian aarrny had actually b^un 
its march for Versailles, that a messenger was 
-dispatched to summon the king to his palace ; 
and 'as the monarch and his train wound their 
"way through the woods which skirt the road by 
Meudon and Sevres, they could hear the shouts 
and shots, and mark the tumultuous advance of 
the infuriate horde, which ^ured along the line 
of road parallel to their path. 

At the time of the king^s arrival at the palace 
the day was far gone, and Marie Antoinette, 
filled no doubt with presages of the coming evil 
— ^but such forebodings.as strengthen, instead of 
unnerving a mind like hers— hadtaken her way, 
without friends and with but two menial attend- 
ants, to her favourite gardens of the Little Tria* 
Aon, in whose beautiful walks and bowers shQ 
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tlieU ling^tired for the last time. Cornelius was 
at the palace. The guard had been doubled in 
eonsequence of the alarming rumours from Paris, 
and he was one of those on duty. But if evetk 
he had not been so, he would have staticmed 
himself somewhere near the person of his idol — 
for he knew h» to be in danger. He had that 
morning received two hurried billets from the 
capital, in the hand-writing of Armand, one by 
the post, which had been written the previous 
night, telling him to be on his guard, as a erisb was 
near. The next was still more brief, but more 
exjdicit. It was dispatched in the morning by a 
private messenger, and contained but one line : — 
- ** Look to the queen — you shall see me to- 
night" 

In consequ^ice of these ominous words, our 
liero set ofiP for the palace, where he was met by 
the adjutant, who warned him for the augmen* 
tation of the guard. He was ready for the call 
and was, with several of his comrades, standing 
m the hall oi the Garde-du-Corps in the palace^ 
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observing the king's arrival, and anxiously loolu 
ing for that of the queen, when Count de St. 
Priest, one of the ministers, came from an 
adjoining chamber with a note in his hand, in 
hurried agitation, and said :— 

^^ Gentlemen, which of you can take this to 
her majesty, at the Trianon ? There is no time 
for forms — will you, Sir ?*' addressing our hero, 
who stood next to him. 

Cornelius took the note, and with a bounding 
heart, and winged steps, he soon reached the 
entrance of the Trianon gardens. He burst 
past the porter, merely uttering " for the 
Cjueen ;^ and he was abruptly proceeding in the 
direction to which the porter pointed, when he 
was stopped suddenly by the sight of her he 
sought, as she sat on a bench not many paces 
from him. She was dressed in a plain white 
gown, and her head was covered by a large 
straw hat, the leaf of which concealed her face 
and her profusion of hair. She held a hand- 
kerchief in her hand, and as Cornelius silently 
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marked her, forgetful wholly of his mission, he 
observed her to put her handkerchief more than 
once towards her «yes. She raised her head, 
and looked towards the west. Thick clouds 
were gathering, and as she cast her brimming 
eyes upwards, she wrapped a shawl close round 
her, warned by the rough blast which shook 
off the yellow leaves from the trees, and whirled 
them through the air. She then rose and ad- 
vanced a few steps towards the Temple of Venus, 
just opposite, and close to which is still the 
bench where she sat that evening ; and she was 
apparently going to enter, when she observed 
Cornelius. His hat was in oae hand, and he 
advanced holding the minister''^ note in the other. 
He attempted to utter the name of Monsieur dc 
St. Priest, but the words faltered on his lips. 
She observed his agitation, and took the prof- 
ferred paper. While she ran her eyes over it, 
her two valets, who had till now respectfully 
stood far from her, approached rather nearer, 
and when she had finished, she calmly turned 
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round, and motioned them to follow. Our 
hero drew back to let them pass. She walked 
forwards, and addressed him as he followed. 

" And the king. Sir ? has he returned ?" 

^^ I saw his majesty safely enter the palace,*" 
replied Cornelius. 

" Thank Godr uttered she : " and my chil- 
dren, — the Dauphin and Madame?'' recovCT- 
ing herself, and giving them their titles, as if 
the first natural expression was less dignified than 
it ought to be. 

" Let ydur majesty be tranquillized,'' exclaimed 
Cornelius: " they are safe in their apartments;" 
and then he added in a tone of sudden anima- 
tion^ " fear nothing, I beseech your majesty, for 
aught that is yours ! No danger can approach, 
though it may threaten you." 

She stopped for a moment, and turned her 
eyes upon his glowing countenance, and then 
said with much emotion — 

"Ah, Sir !" — after which she made a long pause, 
as if shaking away the doubts that overcast her 
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mind — but she added m a quick manner, and 
with her smile of unrivalled sweetness, 

" I know the zeal of all your corps, and be- 
lieve me, Sir, I have not forgotten, nor am I un- 
grateful for your individual proofs of attach- 
ment. Your reward is I hope at hand.^ 

** Reward!'* eic claimed our hero— and he 
would have added that he was more than re- 
paid — or words of deeper energy — but he feli 
his voice fail him again ; and she perceiving the 
strength of his emotion, and probably seeing 
deeper into its source than even he did, moved 
forward at a quickening pace, and prevented the 
utterance of his high- wrought feelings. 

They went quickly on by a private way, 
which had been planned by the queen, and 
executed under her eye, but which does not now 
exist— a passage from the palace to the Tria- 
nons, winding round by the lower gate in the 
Rue Maurepas. This was a trellised walk, 
thickly planted at each side with rose trees, 
jessamines, and odorous shrubs, which crept 
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up embowermglj, and formed a delightful shade 
in summer time. At the then advanced period 
o( the seascm the roof and sides had lost their 
leafj ooverii^, and were si^ciently open to 
admit a full view of whoever passed along. 
The wall of die park was close at one side, and 
as the queen moved forward with a quick but 
steady pace^ not looking to the right or left, our 
hero who had recovered himself, and respect- 
fully followed some yards behind, observed a 
small j»ece of rolled-up paper flung from out- 
«ide the walls, and dropping through the trel- 
lised work on the path between him and the 
queen. He picked it up, and unfolding it he 
read, in the ill concealed and evidently agitated 
band-writing of Armand, 

** Beware of this night. Your Kfe will be 
attempted. Your natural courage must be your 
guide, but your only safety is in flight. A 
^end is watching you, though you believe him 
false — ^but gratitude to a queen is not incom- 
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patible with duty to our country. Do not be 
deceived — the hour is come T 

No sooner had Cornelius read this, than he 
saw it was meant for the queen ; and while he 
advanced to present it to her, Armand from 
behind the wall pronounced bis name, and added 
^^ I will meet you at the Dragcm'^s gate.^^ 

Our hero presented the paper to the queen> 
and told her how it had reached him. She took 
it and read it without any visible emotion. She 
then tore it, and as she flung the scraps away, 
excliumed, 

" If they come to murder me, I will die 
then at the king^s feet — ^but I will never fly r 

" For the love of heaven and earth let me 
entreat your majesty to pause a moment,**' 
cried Cornelius with much a^tation. ^^ I know 
the writer of this paper — let me seek him ; his 
intelligence may be important." 

" I know him, too. Sir," answered she indig- 
nantly ; "ingrate that he is, he is unworthy of 
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my fears or your enquiries. Let us on to the 
palace." 

They were here met by some of the ministers 
and the great ofiBcers of the househcdd, who 
came to escort the que^ ; and Comehus slipped 
away, and went for a moment to the gate named 
by Armand, determined to hear what he might 
choose to communicate. 

His former companion was waiting for him 
just outside, in a recess formed by one of a new 
range of houses about that time commenced, 
but the completion of which the events of that 
evening put a stop to. Breathless, pale and 
^tated, Armand beckoned Cornelius towards 
him, and threw fearful looks around, dreading 
the chance of being detected in contact with 
any one belon^g to her service to whom he 
owed every thing. 

^* Well, Armand," crimed Cornelius, " be quick 
— I have but a moment." 

" And I not so much, Cornelius,'' replied he* 
" Come here, close to me ;— this is a dreadful 
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hour— I have done my best to save her — I saw 
you across the wall pving her my note — Heaven 
grant she will fdlow my advice and fly — Her 
life is beset— trust to no appearance of calm, 
the plot is laid.^ He was here interrupted by 
loud vociferations which paxx^eeded from the 
frantic rabUe, headed by the Foissardes, in the 
open odiousness of female depravity, as they 
came up from idl the avenues in the direction 
oi the palace. 

" Is that all ?^ cried Cornelius impatiently. 
*^ Have you nothing to communicate but im- 
potent advice, and these too tardy warnings? 
I must leave you — my duty lies within these 
gates." 

<* Which / dare not enter r said Armand. 
*^ My fate is CTuel — ^bitter — ^maddening ! Here, 
Cornelius, here, you love, you adore tlie queen, 
and are fitting her service. I alas ! am not — I 
feel my weakness, and blush and tremble while 
I confess it— but I must go through with — must 
fulfil my destiny. — Do you mark this portrait?* 
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While he spoke and hurriedly disengaged the 
queen'^s miniature from around his neck, Ccht- 
^ius gazed on it and listened to him with 
fixed impatience. 

^^ This is that portrait which she fastened 
round this neck with her own gracious, beauteous 
hands,^ continued Armand. ^^ I durst not 
keep it — and I have striven but cannot force 
myself to destroy it— If found on me, it would 
cause my instant death. '^ 

^' Oh give it, give it tx) me r cried our hero ; 
" how poor a price would death be for the pride 
of its posses^n !'^ 

'* It is yours — I meant it for you, and now 
I give it to you,"' said Armand hurriedly; 
imd as he pressed Cornelius's hands, in which 
the miniature was firmly clasped, he burst into 
OHivuUive sobs. Ccm^us was touched with 
his evident sufferings, and softened by the 
proof he had given of his sensibility towards 
the queen, and his kind fbelings to himself, 
^^ Come, Armand, come !'^ said he, ^^ this is the 
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moment of your redemption. Come in with me 
— the gates are closing— come back to your 
duty — ^your honor — your home— come in, 
come in !" 

The porters within were now on the point of 
closing the gates, alarmed at the increasing 
crowd which poured down from the Avenue de 
St. Cloud. They called to Cornelius, whose 
imiform made him an object for their interest 
—and they told him to hasten or they must be 
forced to shut him out to the fury of the Parisian 
mob. He caught Armand's arm for the purpose 
of leading him in, but the loud bursting shouts 
of the terrible Poissardes struck again on the 
hearing of the terrified and trembling apostate. 

" Oh no, no, 'tis too late. Oaths of horrcw 
bind me — and those sounds are the heralds of 
death to all within these gates— Oh God ! which 
way must I turn ? — They come, they come— let 
me fly— if seen with you I am inevitably ruined 
—away, awayi-rrbut tell the queen, oh, tell 
her {''—Another hell-burst from the approach. 
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ing furies sounded still more close. Armand 
fled, in the direction of the sound — and as Cor- 
nelius entered .the gate, the last tones of the 
renegade's voice, which mingled with the grating 
of the bolts and hinges, were shouts of ** Live 
the people ! Live the nation ! Down with the 
tyrants ! Down with the king ! Down with "" — 
but our hero hurried away, lest he might hear 
a more damning proof of the coward'^s shame. 
He held his hand firm on the picture, against 
which his heart throbbed strongly, and he soon 
mingled in the ranks of his fellow guardsmen 
within the palace walls. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


The tumult without the palace was answered 
by the consternation within. The turbulent 
energy of the mob had its counterpart in the 
perturbed incapacity of the courtiers. The 
first marched strmght and firmly to their object, 
— the latter wavered on every step down which 
they were descending to destruction. Thirty 
thousand men, intermixed with bands of those 
female fiends before-mentioned, poured into 
Versailles that day. This collection has been 
called, by a stretch of historical courtesy, the 
Parisian army. La Fayette was nominally its 
chief, but he was set in motion by its sponta- 
neous movement, and once on march with the 
rest, he found it as impossible to command them. 


THE GARDE-DU-CORPS. 217 

as the leader of an ill-tuned orchestra, whos^ 
fine tones are overpowered by the jarring di&r 
ccnrds around him. To oppose the hostile opera- 
tions of this resolute multitude, the Regiment of 
Flanders, the National Guard, and the Garde- 
du-Corps, were arrayed in the Place d'Armes, 
Ineffectual as their opposition might perhaps 
have proved, they were not, however, allowed to 
make any. Incertitude as to the steps to be 
taken, prevented any attempt at vigour. As the 
first clamours were heard, it was decided that 
the royal family should immediately retreat 
under the escort of the garrison, to Rambouillet, 
there to concert on some measures of safety. 
But some fetal and treacherous cries of Vive le 
Roi ! induced the ministers to abandon that plan. 
The odious Poissardes, with their large white 
aprons, which they declared destined for purposes 
towards the queen too horrible to mention here, 
now forced their way into the court yard of the 
palace, and inasted on seeing the king. He 
consented to their admission, heard their clamor- 
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OU8 demands for bread, and apparently suc- 
ceeded in quieting them ; for they retired, shout- 
ing his name, and singing in a frantic chorus, 
the song which was so celebrated at the birth 
of the dauphin^ and which ran thus : — 

CHANSON DES POISSARDES. 

Ne craigDez pas, cher papa, 

D *voir augmenter vof femille, 

Le bon Dieu z'y pourvoira : 

FaitVen tant qu' Versailles en fourmille ; 

*Y 'eut-il cen Bourbons cheu ndus 

'Ya du pain et du laurier pour tous. 

THE POISSARDES* SONG. 

Have no fear, fieither dear. 
To see your brats encrease about you, 
God is good, to send them cheer ; 
Let Versailles swarm with them ; nor doubt you. 
That though a hundred Bourbons call, 
WeVe loaves and laurels for them all. 
Dunng this scene, several of the members of 
the assembly crowded round the queen, and one 
of them put an anonymous letter into her hands, 
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which had just reached him, and which 
announced her intended assassination the next 
morning. She read it cahnly, returned it to 
him from whom she recdved it, ordered the 
group to retire, and coolly said, "to-morrow 
will prove to you how necessary repose 
is to-night.**' 

Matters appearing thus calm, the Garde-du- 
Corps were ordered to break up from the Place 
d'^Armes in front of the palace, and to retire to 
their barracks. This movement was considered 
by the impetuous mob as setting the seal upon 
their triumph, and their violence consequently 
knew no bounds. They assailed the 6arde-du- 
Corps with vollies of stones as they retired, and 
they fired several musquet shots, by one of which 
one of the guardsmen fell mortally wounded. 
The troop did not return these assaults, but on 
arriving at the barrack found that it had been 
pillaged by the rabble, who had then scattered 
all over the town in straggling parties, obtaining 
such refreshment as they could ; but committing 
1.2 
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no other outrage than the one just recorded. 
Upon the ministers in the palace hearing these 
events, a second resolution of a retreat to Ram- 
bouillet was decided on. The royal carriages 
were ordered, and the family preparing for the 
movement, when, just as the horses were about 
to be harnessed to the carriages, and the crowd 
looking on, dissatisfied but passively, a young 
man, who was the servant to General Beauhar- 
nois, the husband of Josephine, afterwards Em* 
press of France, seized one of the bridles and 
called aloud to the assanbled multitude for assist- 
ance, to prevent the escape of the king, and the 
destruction of the [)eople^s hberties. By this 
prompt and daring act this groom decided the 
fate of his sovereign, and was the source of his 
mistress's after-elevation. An actor of the thea^ 
tre of Versailles stepped forward to his help— 
the rest of the mob followed his example — the 
traces were cut — the horses turned into the star 
bles — and the monarchy overthrown. The news 
of this measure spread dismay within the palace. 
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But one course was left, for that night at least, 
and the king followed it, by throwing himself 
under the protection of La Fayette, and his 
army, and professing a confidence in them; 
which was honest on the part of the king, most 
just as it regarded the general, but madness as 
applied to the armed rabble. The main body 
of the Garde-du-Corps, who were boiling with 
rage, and from whom some dangerous outburst- 
ing was expected, were ordered oflF to Bambouil- 
let, and the king was thus left with no attached 
defenders, but the handful of the Garde actually 
on duty in the palace; for the whole of the 
Regiment of Flanders had gone over to the Pari-* 
sian army, and joined in all thdr movements. 

It was thus that matters stood when the royal 
family yielded to the persuaaons of La Fayette, 
and retired for the night. This excellent, but 
incompetent man, believing all safe and right, 
, went himself to bed, and the king and most of 
those within the palace followed the example. 
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The courtiers and their followers dropped off 
one by one to their several rooms ; the long cor« 
ridprs and galleries were gradually deserted; 
and scarcely a light was seen to glimmer in the 
vast extent of the palace, except the flitting 
taper of some domestic, winding up the stairs to 
his attic room, or pausing for a moment at some 
window, looking on the court yard, in hopes to 
catch a glimpse of what was passing in the gloom 
without. The queen, worn out and overpow- 
ered, flung herself into bed at two o'clock in the 
morning, and ordered her two attendant ladies 
to do the same. But their attachment to her 
told them that their first duty was, in this in- 
stance, disobedience. They quitted their royal 
mistresses apartment; and oppressed by a pre- 
sentiment of danger, they took their post in the 
anti-chamber, close against the door of the 
queen's room ; and thus slumbered away in the 
stillness of the night, which was for some hT)ura 
unbroken, but by the whispers of the Garde-du- 
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Corps, who kept watch in the great room outside 
the antichamber, and by the tramp of the cen- 
tinels who paced the court-yard and gardens. 

Contrasted with the desolate grandeur of this 
scene in the House of Royalty^ was the ruffian 
sublimity which reigned without The eveliing 
and night were wet, windy, and dark. The 
ragged clouds swept rapidly through the hea- 
vens, scattering showers from their broken skirts, 
as each irregular gust dissolved their fragments 
into rain. The ground was wet, and the large 
imsheltered Place SArmes^ with the wide avenues 
and streets, were covered with the outstretched 
bodies of thousands of wretches, who grouped 
themselves at random in their gloomy bivouac 
As many as were provident enough to get shelter 
had filled the houses, and occupied the beds, to 
the exclusion of the trembling inhabitants who 
kept watch in their parlours and kitchens ; and 
these intruders consisted of all those who had 
any pretensions to decency in station or feeling. 
The rest, a large majority, were the refuse of 
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the Paris Faubourgs, beings so contaminated as 
to glory in their own yileness, and to feel a 
pride in the brutal degradations whicb they 
Tolunteered. Reeling with wine, and reckless 
of danger, they flung themselves down on the 
readiest dunghill, and the overflowing gutters 
washed the carcases whose impurity was conge- 
nial to their streams. Discontented mutterings 
and low ciurses mingled with the whistlii^ blast 
that at times bent the flexible stems of the trees, 
and shook the rain drops on the slumbering 
groups below. Their irregular weapons clashed 
confusedly together, blown down from their ilL 
arranged piles by the wind ; and an occasional 
scream trom a cracked trumpet, or the roll of 
an ill-braced drum, roused up some of the fierce 
horde — who sunk down again, growling curses 
on the disturbers of their desperate repose. 
Females too, the very outcasts of the vile, were 
abundantly scattered over this peopled desola- 
tion. They were to be seen huddled together 
in dreary fdlowship, fatigue and sleep lording 
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k oyer thmr depravity, — and drooping their beads 
upon the breasts in which their woman's ni3k 
bad turned to gall. Children were there — the 
urchin followers of the throng, weeping in cold, 
and wet, and hunger ; some calling for the pa- 
rents they had straggled from, and others slum- 
bering in the arms of wretches, who cherished 
their offspring from the brute instinct with which 
the tigress suckles her whelps. 

Such were the beings who waited no incitement 
but the dawn, to plunge into deeds of frenzied 
atrocity. 

At half-past four o'clock the drowsy eye of 
morning opened from its cloudy lids upon the 
scene. The restless mob, irritated by the night's 
discomforts, their bodies unrefreshed, their hun- 
ger unappeased, their vengeance unglutted, rose 
from their heaps, and shook their draggled gar- 
ments in the face of the dawn. The inhabitants 
of the palace mostly slept ; a few of the more 
nervous had passed the night in snatched and 
wearying slumbers, and started at every blast of 
l8 
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wind that moaned through the doors or window- 
shutters. None but the resolute band of Gardes* 
du- Corps, among which was our hero, had tho^ 
roughly outwatched the night; and they, as 
they perceived the streaks of morning light 
stealing through the scanty foliage of the woods, 
prepared themselves to meet a day that bore a 
kingdom's fate upon its wings. 

A few straggling shots fired from the Place 
d'Armes was the only signal for the attack on the 
palace. In the next instant the court-yard was 
filled, and the great doors forced open by a simul- 
taneous burst. The chief rush of the mob was 
up the grand marble staircase which led to the 
queen'*s apartments, and at the head of which opens 
from the landing-place the hqjl of the Garde- 
du-Corps. Next to this room, which was occupied 
by the guard, was the antichamber, where the 
queen's ladies had stationed themselves with their 
women. At the first alarm several of the guards 
TU^ed out to the head of the stairs, and a fierce 
conflict began. Many of the assailants fell» and 
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their furious companions trampling across the 
bodies, completed the death which the buUets of 
the guard had commenced. The imperfect light 
gave the advantage to the defending party. 
They made great slaughter, and but two of theo* 
brave troop were killed* The wounded were 
dragged back into the hall, and the whole body 
at length retreated thither, and barricadoed the 
door inside. But this delicate barrier of gilded 
and painted pannels soon flew shattering in, 
before the force of plebeian blows; and the 
guardsman who stood in the gap, was partly proi- 
tected from the hacking sabres of the assailants 
by a defence formed by his carbine, which, after 
having discharged, he placed across the door,^ 
and held firmly with each hand. The fragments 
of the wood broke the deadliest of the blowa^ 
and he only received two cuts on the head and 
face, which covered him with blood, but did not 
move him from his post His comrades belnnd 
him discharged their jnstcJs under his arms, and 
thus for several hour-like minutes, kept the whole 
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crowd at bay. The intrepid sentinel looked fre- 
quently round, and cast his straining glances at 
the door of the queen'^s antichamber, as if only 
thinking of her ! At length in the midst of thb 
tumult, the terrified women could not reast their 
agitated curiosity ; and one of them opened the 
door to see what was pasung. At the instant 
she put forward her pale face, the bleeding sen- 
tinel, CcHrnelius — for it was he — cried in a 
hoarse voice, " Save, save the queen ! fly and 
bolt the doors on us f"^ The spectral face disap- 
peared ; and as the door closed and was bolted 
beyond, our hero, exhausted and again wounded, 
sunk on the floor, and gave free passage to the 
rushing horde. 

I In the close-wedged crowd but little injury 
was inflicted on the remaining guardsmen. The 
mob hustled in so thickly that they impeded their 
own wish for blood, and in the confudon and 
delay of fordng open the door of the anti-room, 
the queen had time to spring from her bed, 
awakened by the screaming women. She fled. 
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undressed as she was, towards the little private 
door leading to the king's apartments ; her first 
distracted thoughts turning towards him and her 
children. With feelings of horror, she discovered 
that this door was fastened outside, and all the 
efforts of the women to force it open, with their 
shrieks for help, were almost drowned by the up- 
roar of the mob from the rooms beyond. In the 
midst of th^ despair, one of the king's valets 
hurrying though the passage behind, opened the 
door; and the whole party, headed by the 
queen, rushed towards the king^s bed-room, where , 
the children were found, the king himself having 
gone to seek th^ mother. He soon returned, 
and the scene of momentary happiness, in the 
midst of the misery around, must be imagined 
better than it can be told. 

While Cornelius lay bleeding and tamt upon 
the ground, his only care was to preserve the mi- 
niature of the queen from the trampling feet of 
the crowd, which struck upon him and his 
wounded comrades. With his hands covering 
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the treasure which lay on his breast, and his face 
turned towards the wall, close to which he lay,- 
he heard a low muttering voice pronounce his 
name. He looked faintly up through the stand- 
ng mass, and by the light of the torches which 
had been carried in, he discovered the pale face 
of Armand, who was groping round, and evi- 
dently searching for him on the floor. The strong 
impulse of self-preservation made him answer the 
call, and Armand soon relieved him from the 
pressure. He stooped down, and tearing off 
Cornelius's coat, unperceived by the mob, who 
were then rushing through the forced entrance 
into the antichamber, he wrapped him in the 
short cloak which had hung on his own shoul- 
ders. He then drew him towards the landing, 
place, and was preparing to convey him down the 
stairs, proclaiming to those who advanced, that 
it was a wounded patriot whom he was saving ; 
when a tall and powerful man, half dressed, in 
black breeches and stockings, and hb shirt-collar 
flying open, burst his way through every impe^ 
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diment, advanced towards our hero, looked at 
bis face a moment, lifted him up as though he 
bad been a child, and carried him down the stairs 
upon his shoulder, without speaking a word, and, 
followed by the astonished Armand, who, it must 
be told, had taken no part in the attack, but had 
waited tremblingly below, till, all resistance be- 
ing over, he was enabled to seek his friend with- 
out danger to himself. 

Cornelius, revived by the air, soon recognized 
the face of his preserver, as his own lay close to 
it, over the broad shoulder which bore him. Tt 
was Father CCoUogan, who, on the first alarm, 
had rushed to the scene of action, in turbulent 
anxiety for his young friend, — ^having prudently 
divested himself of his cassock, his band, and 
hat — symbols of his profession, which, if dis- 
played to the mob, would have doomed him to 
destruction, but without which he readily passed 
through the heterogeneous crowd, as an able- 
bodied light-clad patriot. Arrived at the foot of 
the stidrs, calling out for room, and suiting the 
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action to the word, by shouldering right and left 
through the livmg mass, he was met in the en- 
trance-hall by Bryan Mulcahie, who having 
passed a sleepless night in the deserted barrack- 
room, haunted by fear of the Black Captain's 
ghost, and anxiety for his master's safety, had 
sallied out at the early report of fire-arms, fur- 
nished with a bludgeon, and, hurrying towards 
the palace with the crowd, . had entered it in the 
hopes of finding Cornelius, alive or dead* It 
was a happy thing for both Cornelius and his 
supporter, that Bryan could not make himself 
intelligible to the crowd ; for his mingled 
lamentations and abuse of the people, as soon as 
he saw his master bleeding on the priest's back, 
would have betrayed all, and proved a sentence 
of death to the whole party. Father O'Collogan 
pushed Bryan aside with the rest, as the poor 
fellow came blubbering up to his wounded mas- 
ter ; and he was fain to follow, without farther 
explanation, the long strides of the priest, who 
neither stopped nor spoke till he deposited his 
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burthen in one of the wards of the town hospital, 
where Voian, the chief surgeon, was ah'eady 
busily employed in dressing some of the wounded 
mob. Armand kept close to the body of his 
former friend ; and while he and the priest satis- 
fied themselves, by the assiurances of the surgeon, 
that his hurts were by no means dangerous, 
Bryan, seeing nothing short of death in Corne- 
lius's livid face and motionless body, began deli- 
berately to chaunt forth the Irish howl. 

** Wirashtrew ! Wirashtrew ! Oh, why did 
you die! Why did you lave your father and 
your people, Wirashtrew!" 

" Howld your tcHigue, you stupid divil !'* 
oied Father 0*Collogan ; " how dare you have 
the impud^ce to tell your master that he's 
dead !'' 

" Wirashtrew ! Wirashtrew V^ exclaimed 
Bryan, wrin^ng his hands. 

" Whist your noise, then, I tell you again, 
you spalpeen, or I'll lay the print of your chieek 
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on my four fingers and thumb !^ vociferated the 
priest, foaming' with rage. 

" Arrah, why did you die r continued Bryan, 
looking woefully on Cornelius ; when the secular 
arm of his indignant confessor was raised high 
against him, and the iron fist came sledge-like 
upon his ear, and laid him sprawling on the floor. 
At this instant five or six of the wounded guards- 
men were brought in by some of their compa- 
nions, who had made their way through the 
rabble ; but scarcely were they received into the 
hospital, when a group of the ruthless wretches 
pursued them, and attempted to force their way 
through the outer room, to put them to death. 

The priesfs presence of mind was here conspi-» 
cuous, and of the utmost importance. He ad^ 
vanced to the outer room with great calmness, 
having first snatched up some of the instruments 
of surgery which lay on the table ; and his shirt 
being covered with Cornelius's blood, he had al- 
together a very professional mr. Thus accoutred]^ 
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he presented himself to the furious mob, and met 
their murderous threats by a profuse display of 
all the wine intended for the use of the sick, and 
by assurances that there were none of the Garde- 
du-Corps in that part of the hospital. M. Voiidn, 
the surgeon, had in the meantime ordered the 
attendant scturs de charite to hastily clothe the 
wounded guardsmen in the coarse covering used 
for the poor patients ; and this being promptly 
done during the priest's parley with the ruffians 
without, no trace was left by which they might 
distinguish their foes from their friends. The 
only person in danger of falling avicdm was 
Bryan ; for when the good women saw him lying 
crying upon the floor, they supposed him to be 
wounded with the others, and they accordingly 
proceeded to cover him up with the long browu 
linen wrapper. He kicked and struggled with 
his usual violence, and exclaimed against this 
proceeding, until the clash of the weapons, and 
the hideous vociferations without, brought him 
to reason, by nearly depriving him of his senses^ 
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and he passively submitted to be lifted up by 
four or five of his kind-hearted attendants, who 
placed him, more dead than alive, in the same 
bed with a livid-looking guardsman, whose 
ghastly countenance close by poor Bryan's cheek 
made him fancy himself already laid in his grave. 
Armand had voluntarily throvm himself into 
another ward, and lay with a throbbing heart, 
and the bed-clothes covering his face, when the 
rabble burst in, accompanying Father OTollo- 
gan ; and sedng nothing to indicate the military 
character of those they observed, they were per- 
suaded that the guardsmen had been carried off 
by some private passage to another part a( the 
building; and thus baffled in their first bloody 
intention, they dispersed towards the palace, in 
hopes of finding some readier victims for the 
sacrifice they intended. 

While this was passing at the hospital, the pa- 
lace presented a scene of indescribable terror and 
confusion; the splendid halls and tapestried 
apartments being the theatre of bloody and pro« 
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tracted outrage. As soon as the queen fled froion 
her sleeping-room, and the doors of the anti- 
chamber were forced open, some of the Garde- 
du-Corps had dexterously thrown themselves be- 
tween the mob and the room where they supposed 
she was still in her bed. They there renewed 
the contest with the assailants, who were at last 
persuaded by the assurances of the household 
servants that the queen had escaped. Quitting 
the point of immediate attack, they then rushed 
by Miother passage towards the gallery called 
Toeil de Boeuf^ hoping there to intercept her 
'flight ; but she was safely sheltered in the apart- 
ment of the king, where with her children in her 
arms and her husband beside her, she was firmly 
prepared to meet whatever might happen. The 
small but devoted band c^ the Garde^u-Corps, 
on being assured of the queen having left her 
bed-room, passed through it into the osil de Boeuf^ 
and by barricadoing the doors, were able for 
awhile to resist the efforts of the grenadiers of 
the Parisian National Guard to byrst thepi opep. 
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But as the rei^tance must have been in the end 
unavidling, one of the guardsmen, named De 
Cbevanne, resolved to devote himself a victim to 
the chance of saving his comrades ; and he threw 
himself into the antichamber alone — in the midst 
of his foes. Struck by this act of isolated intre- 
pidity, the assidlants paused, and he in a few mo- 
ments of earnest eloquence made one of those 
effective appeals to the turbulent passions of 
men, which are oftener successful in France than 
in all other countries of the globe. In a few 
minutes the National Guard and the Garde-du- 
Corps were seen like brothers exchanging cock- 
ades and caps, embracing and shouting together, 
<< Vive le Hoi i Vive la Nation ! Vivent let 
Gardes-du-Corps r 

From this moment all was safe. The impul- 
sion spread like wildfire through the troops, and 
from them was caught by the people. The 
palace was cleared, and instead of the atrocious 
threats and murderous vociferations, mixed with 
the clash of arms and tramp of a furious multi- 
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tude, the profaned but now uncrowded corridors 
and halls echoed the joyous embracings of the 
household, the bmsterous gratulation of men, 
and the hysteric laugh of women, all nearly as 
frantic with delight as they had so lately been 
with fear. 

For some hours after this, a boisterous incer- 
titude prevailed throughout. The straggling 
elements of the mob power, which had been de- 
composed during the night, were now rapidly 
massing once more, under the eflfect of the sti- 
mulus which the attack on the palace had given 
to all. The Place d'Armes, the court yards, and 
the terraces were thickly thronged with the armed 
multitude, who insisted with imperative demands 
that the king and his family should abandon 
Versailles, and accompany them to Paris. Re- 
sistance was at this crisis vain, and it is useless to 
record the names of those who advised an impo- 
tent refusal. The king gave his consent to the 
measure. ^* I confide myself to the people," 
said he, " let them do with me as they please ; " 
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and the preparations for departure were hiuried 
on. But the outrageous impatience of the rabble 
would not be satisfied without the viable testi- 
mony of obedience to their conunands, and the 
actual presence of their victims. They vocife- 
rated in angry tones for the queen's appearance 
at the balcony which opens from the room where 
Louis XIV. expired, upon the marble-paved 
court called la Cour de Marbre. Imprecations 
and threats acccMnpanied the call, and those who 
surrounded the queen and who heard the tone, 
tremblingly intreated her not to appear, as they 
little doubted their intention to fire at her as she 
stood, and thus complete their diabolical design 
against her life. She alone stood calm and cou- 
rageous at this awful moment. She took her 
children one in each hand, and stepped out upon 
the balcony with a confident mien. ^^ No chil- 
dren; no children! send them back — stand out 
aJane ! ^ shouted by a thousand voices, were the 
horrid orders which assailed her. She did not 
hesitate a moment, but putting the children in at 
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the window-door behind her, she turned round 
again jto wards the crowd, and raising her eyes 
and her clasped hands to heaven, she stood awhile 
in the undismayed conviction that each successive 
moment was her last. A murmur of astonished 
approbation rolled hoarsely through the throng, 
and of all the sinewy arms that bore a weajjon 
among it, but one was raised to take her life, thus 
offered as it were to their assault. One ruffian, 
flushed with fury and covered with clotted blood 
from the morning's conflict, stood at the comer 
on the left of the Cour de MarbrCy on the very 
spot where the assassin Damiens had placed him- 
self to strike at the heart of Louis XV. Seeing 
the queen thus exposed, within thirty paces of 
his design, and while the rushing tide of popular 
inconstancy was on the point of turning in her 
favour, he levelled a musquet at her breast, and 
snapped the trigger. The piece went off; but 
the bullet flew high in the air, almost perpen- 
dicularly over the roof of the palace ; for an arm 
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beode the murderer had strudc the weapon up at 
the very instant of its being dischai^ed. Tlw 
wretch looked round xm him who had frustrated 
his aim, but did not recognize Cornelius in the 
pale and wounded being who leaned against the 
comer ot the wall beside him. Our hero, who, 
devoured by agitaticm, had insisted on crawling 
from the hospital, weak as he was, and had placed 
himsdf in this position, supported by Fadier 
O'Collogan, thus saved the life of her, for whose 
^service he lived, and instantly knew in the would- 
be murderer, tliat very soldier of the R^ment of 
Flanders, who a short month before had in aoi 
esfdosion of unprincipled loyalty climbed up 
the palace walls to shout blessings on the king ! 
Prompt as the voice of the storm, which answers 
the lightning's flash, the v(»oe c^ Cornelius id- 
lowed die flash of diis inebriate madman's wear 
pon. ^ Long live the queen ! " once more burst 
ipom his pallid lips, and the weirds were repeated 
in a shout &om the tumultuous assembk^ 
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which rung from the fifty mdbe& in the siUTOund- 
ing walls, filled with die busts and statues of 
empercH's and kings. 

The qi^^i retired with unruffled vod digm^ 
fied demeanour, and then the loud vcice of die 
sovereign people cidled forliie subject king. As 
he came forth, a new exclamation arose. ^' To 
Paris ! To Paris !" '^'as the general cry, And die 
monarch with meek loyalty replkd, ^* Yes, my 
children, smee y<»i wish me to accompany you to 
Paris, I consent to go — but on the one condidon, 
that I diall not be s^arated from my wife and 
children." Cries of Vive fe Rai! were d>€ rqply, 
and when he nest asked security for his faithful 
guards, ^* Vivent Us Gardes-dv^Corpsr answered 
fak demand. The names jd the ^king and the 
nation were then blended in a general shout, and 
A stunning disdbarge of artillery and musquetry 
from tlie throng rattled the window frames of 
the houses, and shook the hearts of tbe mhaUt- 
AQts of Versailles. 

At one o'dock, undo: a beautiful sky, and 
M 2 
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warm sun, the procession moved forward on its 
five hours march towards the capital, with cir- 
cumstances which do not come within the range 
of this story ; and Marie Antoinette threw back 
her farewell looks on the splendid residence of 
fifteen years, the scene of pleasures and gran- 
deurs, and admiration, and influence, that rarely 
fall to the lot of the mosi fortunate of queens. 

Cornelius lingered tiU the last moment ; nor 
would he consent to the entreaties of Father 
O'^Collogan for his return to the hospital, until 
the echoes of the royal carriage were inaudible, 
and his dimmed and swimming eyes scarcely saw 
the confusion of the procession, as it slowly 
moved along the broad and crowded avenue, 
which leads in a direct line from tlie Palace-yard 
towards Paris. 

«Armand had early stolen away, no one knew 
whither : having satisfied himself of Cornelius's 
safety, and thus eased his conscience, in some 
measure, from the bitter reproaches which were 
ever riring up, self-created^ in his mind ; for he 
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felt that in preserving this devoted adherent 
to the queen, he did more for her than could 
be effected by any actual eflTort of his own 
dastard fidelity. Bryan with difficulty sub- 
mitted to the orders of his master, to remain in 
the hospital ; but when he saw bim return lean- 
ing on the arm of the Priest, he applied himself 
with assiduity to every office which his wounded 
and afflicted master required at his hands« 
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CHAPTER X. 

The public events which followed clo0e upon 
these memorable transaedons are in the memory 
of every one ; and having no immediate connec* 
tion with our hero, need not be snatched from 
history to swell the limits of a story like this. A 
mock enquiry into the outrages perpetrated against 
the Royal Family was made by the National 
Assembly, and ended as might be expected, in 
nothing being done to punish the guilty, whose 
impunity was high above the reach of their ac- 
cusers. Some questions were put to Marie An- 
toinette, as to her personal knowledge of what 
had passed. *^ I saw all — I felt all — and I have 
forgotten all," — was her reply. 

Two observations on these events— fatal alike 
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to despodsm and true fireedom, seem obvious^'*, 
one with relation to the king, the other to the 
country. Louis should at that pregnant mo- 
ment, the fifth of October, have taken one of two 
decisive courses. He should have fought or a6- 
dicaied. He should have boldly placed himself 
at the head of his army— or wholly prostrated 
himself at the feet of his people. It was clear 
that blood must flow in the struggle. The only 
question was, whether it was to be that of the 
king or the crowd. His weakness was to have 
steered a middle course at such a crisis — tf^eirs 
to have upheld his means of continuing it after. 
They shoidd have at once deposed him. For, 
having sunk him in the depths of contempt, it 
was vain to ke^ up his diew of power ; and the 
principle of overthrowing the monarchy by years 
<^ disgrace, was at once unworthy of the nation, 
and cruel to the individual. As for the queen^ 
her days of wretchedness had commenced — to 
end but with her life. She took posseadon of 
the Tuileries, her palace-prison, with an aching 
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mind; and for many dreary months endured 
those preparatory trials, for sujQPerings to which 
ndther history nor fancy have recorded or ima- 
gined a parallel. 

Cornelius submitted with an impatience which 
may be well conceived, to a fortnight's confine- 
ment in the hospital of Versailles. His impru- 
dence in going out on the morning of his wounds, 
and mixing in all the agitations of the day, 
added considerably to the injury he had received. 
Anxiety for the queen cut deeper than the sabres 
of the mob. During this imprisonment, Bryan 
never quitted his master for an hour, but Father 
O'CoUogah went almost daily to Paris to learn 
intelligence of what was going on ; and though 
Cornelius's sanguine mind saw matter of high 
hope in the apparent loyalty which was loudly 
professed by the capital, the Priest, in the 
bluntness of his sincerity, took especial care that 
his young friend^s recovery should not be has- 
tened by any deluave expectations, which his 
gldomy forebodings might have power to chiU. 
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He saw things in the very worst possible light, 
and it was in the nature of his diction to clcrthe 
his dark thoughts in suU darker words. 

" Every thing^s lost entirely, out and out, my 
jewel," said he one day on his return from 
Paris, as he threw himself pandng into a chair 
by the side of Cornelius's bed. 

" How, what ? explain yourself, my good Sir- 
has any thing happened to the cjueen?" cried 
Cornelius, starting up. 

" Keep yourself cool — keep yourself cool, 
honey," replied the Priest, ^^ nothing has hap- 
pened to her yet. She's in her snug xjuarters, 
'till they take her off by pison or otherwise — and 
his majesty nor the childem isn't murthered-^at 
least they wem't when I left Paaris-Hso make 
yourself aisy about them.*' 

*' What dien. Sir, is it ? explain yourself for 
heaven's sake." 

<^ What is it ! why, it's every tiling that's bad, 
that's yi/hat it is. It's the clargy — ^it's religion— 
it^ the Catholick Churdi they're attacking.— 
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But it flaiHb OB a rock, and die divil himself 
coiildnH puU it dcywn ! That's what they're at. 
They're threat'niiij^ to rob the cburdi, and to 
aeatter the datgy all orer the wide world ; — that 
thieving as0cnd)}y ! I tould you all along what 
it would come to*" 

i( Why, what is doBe ?" wksd Ckimdiua. 
<< Ey^ tlnng, I tell you ; they are going to 
eut down the benefices, and to rob the cathe- 
drals, and to get rid of the faidiops, and to 
banish the curates,*--! ace it all straight fooment 
me, altibough it hasn't come to pass ^." 

<< What has pat all tim into your head, my 
•dear Sir?" 

" I'll toll ybu that then ;— it's no later nw this 
movningi that I we^ mto that ^nk of ^ 
diyiI7 the Palais Roydle^ and I heard a TiUain, 
mounted on a stod, tell the blackguards round 
about him, every word that I now tell you ; and, 
fbreby that, when he bad finished, he took a 
bodi out of his podiet, and what do you think 
it was ? wlvy, the Bible, die BiUe 1-^ou know 
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the Bible, Corneliucs — ^that's the Oqld md ^e 
New Tbtament; you know that P"^ 

" To be sure. Sir.'" 

'< Well thm, he took the Bible, and he dashed 
it down in under him, and jumped upon it, and 
tore it in pieces ! ^ 

" And what did the people do, Sir ? '' 

^' Why, they danoed and sung, and blasphemed, 
and swore vengeance agmnst all the kings and 
queens, and priests on the face of the earth, 
— thaf s what they did, unfcartunate wretches 
that they l^re!" 

" And what did you do. Sir ? '' 

^« What did I do ! why I di4 what they di4 
to be sure ; I buttoned my brown ca^ up 
about me, and I danced and sUng^ imd d^ted 
my way through the rapscallicxis, as merry as 
the best of them i— r 

Si B0m0 fmsiiiy R(nmm^ vw^o «p^w. 
When in Rome^ ao man 
Should act unlilLe a Roqian. 
That's my motto on such occasions, and ibe 
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Lord forgive me, if I did a sin in saving my 
life for his sarvice, and for yours, my dear child, 
for I thought of you all the while, and didn't 
like the notion of bring torn to pieces by the 
ruffians, (which they surely would have done, 
if they knew who it was that was in it,) and 
lave you in this miserable place to die in 
despair, without a friend to pray one profun- 
da for your sowl." 

Such was the general tenor of the priestV 
communications, by which he Daeant to comfort 
and support his friend'^s drooping spirits ; and 
on such foundation as the event just narrated, 
he buSt, and after all, not unwisely, his pre- 
fficticHSS of the sea of troubles which was about 
to overflow the land. 

C^Hnelius, by the attention of his surgeon, 
and t)iose exertions of mind which £ud tibe 
-efforts of art, recovered rapidly from the effects 
of his wounds, and the fever which followed his 
incautious exposure to agitation and fatigue. As 
^Mon as be was allowed to venture abroad, witlK 
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out actually trenching on the outward limits of 
prudence, he repaired to Paris, there to satisfy 
himself as to the situation of the queen. Ac- 
companied by Father O'Collogan, he reached 
the Palace of the Tuileries, and being known to 
some of the servants, he readily obtidned en^ 
trance, and an opportunity at seeing one at his 
acquaintance, a gentleman, who held an oflSce 
near the person of the king. From him he 
learned every particular which had occurred 
since the outrageous events at Versailles, includ- 
ing the dispersion of the Garde-du-Corps, and ' 
their being replaced in their attendance on the 
royal person by what was <^led the constitutio- 
nal guard of Paris. Our hero also learned that 
several of his comrades in the gallant defence of 
the Palace of Versailles had been recognised 
and insulted by the mob ; and he found that a 
strict avoidance of publicity became essential 
to that personal safety, which he only valued as 
it might afterwards afford him a chance of 
devoting himself to the well being of her for 
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whom he felt himself every hoiir more deeply 
interested. He ther^ore took measures for re- 
moving from V^sailles, where he was so gene* 
rally known, and in a few days he finally aban* 
doned that town, where in the short space of 
five months, such a rajnd rush of incidents had 
taken place, chequering his heretofore tranquil 
life, and nurturing emotions and passicms,, before 
unknown to him, but now hurrying him on to 
the completion of the destiny in whose impulsicm 
they had birth. 

He took a small lodging in one of the 
suburbs, half-way up the hill of Montmartre, 
where he was gratified in the feeling that he 
could distinguish the residence of the quean, 
among the mass of surrounding buildings ; and 
whence he almost fancied himself to look down, 
like some unknown, but protecting spirit, watdb^ 
ing over her safety. Bryan Mulcahie was here 
more than ever useful to him, and he found in 
the faithful asinduity and the quaint humour of 
this artless creature, a relief from the oppressive 
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reflectuHttr which crowded on his scJitude« 
Much as Fatho* 0*CotIogaii felt desirous of ac-' 
companying his friend, he had duties still more 
urgent to "perform. His parish required his care 
more than ever, for he found all his exertions 
unavailing to keep the stragglers from his flock 
fnMoi becoming every day more numerous, in 
9jpie of all that his energetic efforts could effect^ 
in the way of persuasion or threat — the hqpes 
of heaven, or the promises of hell. His natural 
buoyancy of mind kept him up under these 
vexations, and he trudged frequently along, 
with a staff in his band, to pay a few hours visit 
to Cornelius at Montmartre, and unbosom him* 
self, while partaking his homely rqpast, of his 
sorrows and prognostics, pastoral and political. 

Cornelius passed, in this unvaried retirement, 
the whole of the latter part of the year 1789; 
and die frosts of winter began to dissolve under 
the tepid breath of the succeeding spring, ere he 
found any adequate excitement to make him quit 
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the hill to which he had thus become, as it were, 
naturalized. His occupations during the earliei^ 
of these dreary months had been all of the mind. 
He had no bodily employment ; and his only 
exercise was his daily walk into Paris, to acquire 
intelligence of the queen. He saw her frequently, 
omitting no opportunity of watching her when- 
ever she went out to drive, and being a regular 
attendant at the chapel of the palace twice every 
week. There he used to watch her as she paced 
the long gallery through ranks of military, who 
were more her jailers than her guards ; and he 
followed every movement of her soul-Jit eye, 
which pierced the serried files, to discover the 
friends whose looks gave warrant of their attach, 
ment. Among the faithful band she never once 
missed our hero, whose passion grew and ripened 
in the beams of her speaking glance. He made 
some attempts at study, but they were in vain. 
His fancies and his feelings went on in eddying 
circles, set in motion by the one passion, which 
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had sunk so deep in his hemrt; and every power 
of reflection or ima^nation revolved in confusion 
round the point on which his fate seemed fixed. 
During this period the queen bore with the 
fortitude and dignity which were her most strik- 
ing characteristics, all the griefs that crowded on 
her. She devoted herself totally to her duties as 
a mother, and superintended in every thing the 
education of the unfortunate dauphin and his 
sister. She refused every solicitation which was 
pressed upon her to quit France abne^ and leave 
the king and the people to complete the forma- 
tion of the constitution, without any possible pre- 
text for accusing her of its delay. She replied, 
to those who advised the meaisure, that she never 
could quit the king and her children ; that if she 
thought herself the only mark of public hatred, 
she would wiHingly sacrifice her life ; but that 
she saw that the destructicm of the monarchy was 
the object in view, and that in abandoning 
France, she would only gain the cowardly ^d^ 
vantage of saving herself. 
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She also rejected every proposition to go to the 
theatre, or have (xmcerts at the palace ; but she 
dined twice a-week in public with the king, ac- 
cording to the ancient custom. To form a real 
notion of her feelings at this period, we must 
hear her speak her own sentiments, which were 
thus expressed in a letter which she wrote to the 
Duchess de Pcdignac i — 

*^ I cannot restrain my tears on reading your 
letters. You talk of my courage : it is much less 
necessary for my own immediate suf^rt in these 
frightful times, than to keep up the spirits of 
those who surround me. I am oppressed by the 
heavy weight of my situaticm ; and were it not 
that my heart is devoted to my husband, my 
children, and my friends, i idiould wish to ank 
under it But you all sustain me in my trials. 
I owe it to your attachment to bear up against 
every thing ; but, alas ! I l»ring you nothing but 
misfortune, and all your sufferings are on my 
account.^ 

With the exception of going to two or three 
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parties given by the Princess Lamballe, in her 
afMurtments in the palace, the queen remained 
during the whole of this dreary winter in com- 
plete seclusion,-— all her conversations with her 
frknds bearing upon the subject of the Revolu- 
tion, their chief object being to ascertain by what 
means she had so totally lost the good opinion 
and attachment of the fickle peo{de. 

To recompense her in some measure for the 
pubUc hostility, and to shew their attachmait to 
the king, the nobility who were then in Paris 
felt it their duty to attend ccmstantly at the Tui- 
leries, and an appearance of royal power was 
thus preserved, in weak i»gns of ceremony, while 
every essential of authority was rapidly dissolved. 
A party insignificant less from its numbers than 
its imprudence, endeavoured to uphold the king^s 
prerogative by an intractable display of loyalty. 
Women, in their zeal, wose large bayguets of 
lilies, and knots of white ribbons, in contrast to 
the national cockades, which were almost univer-^ 
judly borne by the peq[Je. Frequent quarrels 
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took place in the theatres and the streets. The 
most violent language was held by the royalists, 
— the sure sign of weakness ; and levity and im- 
prudence were throughout opposed to the perse- 
vering audacity which struck at the foundations 
of the throna 

The projects of the republicans advanced so 
quickly, that many of those who at first opposed 
the court on just and constitutional principles, 
were now becoming disgusted, and withdrew 
from a contest from which they foresaw nothing 
but mortification and defeat. The royalifjts, 
finding this moderate and middle party giving 
way before the violence of the mob, and perceiv- 
ing that no barrier existed to keep its overflow- 
ings from reaching themselves, were impressed 
with the necessity of the royal family''s flight 
from a power which it could not oppose. Many 
plans were therefore in agitation, in the winter of 
1 790-91, for the king's escape. The most cele- 
brated, the most impracticable, and the most fatal 
ito its author, was that of the Marquis de Favras. 
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This ardent partizan had formed the project of 
raising an army of thirty thousand men, to march 
upon Paris and carry ofiF the royal family. It is 
most probable that both the king and queen were 
privy to this design. It is certain that she at 
least, with the decision which marked her charac- 
ter, had long seen the necessity of the attempt at 
escape which the king so long opposed, and at 
length tried but to be ruined by its failure. 

The unfortunate Favras, after many efforts to 
raise funds sufficient for the furtherance of his 
enterprize, was betrayed by some of those to 
whom he confided his project, and was offered 
up a victim to the popular fury. He was hanged 
in the Place de Greve, in the month of February, 
1790, and his heroic conduct to the last inispired 
many others with fresh courage in the cause he 
died for, while his failure gave a lesson of pru- 
dence to those who were pursuing the same 
object. 

Cornelius narrowly escaped being implicated 
as an accomplice in this affair, and as such, per- 
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haps suffering the fitte of its chief mover. He 
had heard of the proceeding of Favras, and in 
his ardour to signalize himself in the queen'« 
cause, he was on the point of joining in the en- 
terprize, and offering his services, when a friend 
with whom he had almost daily communication, 
dissuaded him from his intention. No common 
arguments could have held him back ; but the 
influence of this friend proceeded from a source 
which our hero looked on as sacred. The name 
of rfiat person is immaterial to the readers of this 
story, but it was that of one well acquainted with 
the secret sentiments of the queen ; and she knew 
too well the value of h^ best friends, to suffer 
them to devote themselves to ruin in wild at- 
tempts, while she hoped the day to be so near 
when they might effectually give their co-opera- 
tion in some feasible plan of escape. Cornelius, 
therefore, waited anxiously for the orders which 
were to put his active devotion to the tefet. 

Notwithstanding the impatience which at in- 
tervals seemed preying on him, the time passed 
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over with a rapidity known only to those whose 
minds are occupied by the never-ceasing con- 
templation of one adored object. Comeliusfi 
sentiments acquired every day an increa^g tinge 
of that deep devotion which colours the mind of 
the enthusiast. In proportion as the difficulties 
of Marie Antoinette increased, so did she appear 
to his view more admirable, and the changes 
which seemed each hour reducing her to the 
level of common life, removed her in his estima- 
tion to a di^ance more elevated for those who 
really loved her. His views of her character 
were certainly not dispassionate — for he was in- 
capable of seeing what others thought her errors. 
But the more strictly impartial the mind that 
examines her conduct — the more rigid the en- 
quiry instituted into it by the lover of truth, 
who reads, enquires, and reflects upon her life, 
the more firm must be the opinion that pro- 
*^ounces her a woman wholly innocent of crime, 
and whose very failings i^ine through the thidc 
..veil of her miseries, with a light that might rival 
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the virtues of those less assailed by temptatiott, 
or broken down by persecution. The loud voice 
of calumny, which so long assailed her, is almost 
mute, because the personal and political hatred 
which inspired it has nearly died away with 
the generation to which she belonged. The fact 
that not one charge was proved agiunst her that 
could affect her reputation as a virtuous woman 
and devoted wife, might, even in her life-time, 
have been thought sufficient to doom her slan- 
derers to infamy— for then the whole pack of 
human motives were in full chase, from which 
no character had a chance of escape ; andi had 
the faintest shadow of guilt been reflected from 
an act of hers, there existed thousands of enemies 
on the watch to embody it into a palpable ^accu- 
sation. But among the folios of slander^^ and 
torrents of abuse with which her reputation was 
assailed, not one Jact^ however slight or i^lated, 
was ever substantiated, while every testimony of 
those who saw her most, and knew her best, tends 
to establish her innocence, on every charge 
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Much has been written against her, and more 
spoken. Loud assertion and whispered inuendo 
have been busy with her fame. Many, no doubt 
imposed upon by the hardihood c^ her calumni- 
ators, believed in her guilt upon the assumption 
of public opinion— but ncm when all has been 
heard against her, which hired traducers could 
assert, or credulous dupes believe — now that the 
natural weakness which leads men to ima^ne, 
and the vile pasnons which urge them to invent 
ill of their contemporaries are all hushed, it is 
scarcely possible that there exists one person 
who can believe in her impurity, after having 
examined the question of her conduct on the 
spot where she lived, and among those of all 
parties to whom her life was known. 

With such an object in his heart, seen through 
the medium of enthusiastic adoration, our hero 
wandered about the heights of Montmartre, with 
a s(»rt of visionary elevation of intellect. He has 
stood in the early morning, when the winter sun 
first peered over the horizon of houses to the 
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'.eastward, and listened to the bells awakening the 
.population of the city below, to the labours and 
tumults of the day ; and he gazed with breath- 
less intensity on the sublimity of the vast masses 
of building stretching far and wide, in which no 
sign c^ human life was visible to him, but which 
covered the arena of conflicting millions, whose 
struggle shook the world. He has, from another 
point, watched the red sun i^k in dissolving 
imsts beyond the wooded hills of St. Cloud, and 
throw his burning beams upon the river and the 
city, making every wave and every pane of glass 
in which they were reflected, shine with diamond 
brilliancy. Again he has walked along the ridge, 
while the night fell thick around him, and the 
windmills on the summit looked like huge senti- 
nels waving their ^ant arms. He has looked 
down where the vapoiurs shut out the view of 
the city, and listened to its solenm hum, which 
sounded hke the rushing tide ; while the lights 
glimmering through the mists looked like the 
reflection of the stars in.the bosom cf ocean, and 
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the steeples of the churches, piercmg the vapour, 
might have been supposed so many tall vessels 
floating on the surface of the sea. But in all 
these varieties of aspect, the one feeling mingled ; 
and Cornelius would start in the midst of his 
abstraction, and rush hurriedly down the hiU, 
nor cease until he found himself in the sight, or 
at least in the close vicinity, of her whose una- 
gined presence was the inspiration of all hi$ 
movements. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

It was during the month of March that our 
hero became suddenly changed in looks and man- 
ner. Instead of the indefinite air and vacant 
expression, which had before marked his appear- 
ance, the astonished Bryan now perceived him 
to move about with a vivacity that he had not 
for months exhibited, while his animated features 
seemed worked upon by some great purpose. 
His ramblings on the hill had almost ceased, and 
his visits to Paris became much more frequent. 
Father O'Collogan, who regularly made his 
journey to Montmartre twice, and sometimes 
even three times a week, and who had been 
always sure of finding Cornelius at home on the 
days appointed, was now often obliged to wait 
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{or his return from the city for whole hours 
beyond his prcnnised time ; and once or twice he 
was forced to go back to Versailles, greatly dis- 
quieted at the arrival of written excuses from his 
young friend-, and somewhat mortified by his 
constant refusal to confess the causes of his pro- 
tracted absence. Bryan, who talked freely with 
the priest on this mysterious change, and who 
was not nice in his conjectures, proposed on one 
occasion to prove his fidelity by following his 
master into the town, and watching his move^ 
ments; but the indignant elevation of Father 
O^Collogan^s clenched fist, and the remembrance 
of its operations on a former occasion, made 
Bryan instantly renounce his mean-spirited but 
warm-hearted intention. 

It was some time before the secret of these 
absences was revealed to the priest, but Bryan 
was left ignorant of them to the last, satisfying 
himself with some conjectures as to their cause, 
congenial to his own natural and national fancied 
The fact was, that Cornelius had entered deeply 
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into the plot of several royalists, beaded by tbe 
Count d'^Inisdal, for surpriang tbe guard o^T 
the Tuileries, and carrying off the king. This 
plan was cmstruoted with prudence, was known 
to bodi the king and queen, and had every pro- 
babiHty of success. Many of the nobles were 
concerned in it, and the night was at last fixed 
for its execution. Cornelius quitted his lodgings 
that^evening, leaving every thing in its usual state, 
so as to exdte no suspicion in the old man and his 
wife who w^re tbe owners of the house. He said 
be was gokig to the theatre, and he ordered 
Biyan to attend him, tar be was resdived not to 
abandon him at this crisis, and bad stipulated 
fOT his being employed as a mute agent in the 
enterprise. He walked down the bill widi a light 
step, and his only regret was that his solemn oath 
obliging him not to divulge tbe secret, he was 
forced to leave Fatho* O^Collogan ignorant of 
his departure, and to trust to chance for a safe 
opportunity €i informing him of its results* 
The hour of ten sounded from the various 
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docks of Pans — the carriages were ready — the 
confidential partakers in the enterprize at their 
posts — and the section of the National Guards 
then on duty at the palace gained over, when 
the Count d** Inisdal, the resolute chief of the 
confederates, bent his steps towards the Tuileries, 
to warn the king of aU being in readiness, and 
to re-assure the spirits of those far whom he and 
his friends were risking every thing* He ar- 
rived at the apartments of one of the ladies 
highest in the queen's confidence, and having 
explained himself fully, he be^ed of her to go 
down to the queen'^s apartments, where the royal 
party were at that moment playing whist, and to 
get the king^s positive consent, that the attempt 
should be put in execution. An attendant gen- 
tleman, also fully in the royal confidence, under- 
took this office ; and entering the chamber, he 
delivered Count d^ Inisdal'^s message. No one 
made the least reply. The queen impatient at 
the king^s irresolution, said to him, ^^ Sir^ do you 
bear what has been said ?*" 
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** Yes, yes, I hear it,^ replied the king, con- 
tinuing his game. 

Monsieur, the king's brother, addresnng the 
gentleman with his usual familiar habit, as if he 
was calling in theatrical language for a repetition 
of a song, exclaimed, 

*^ Pray give us that pretty verse again if you 
please. Sir." He then said a word or two to the 
king, persuading him to reply, but his majesty 
remained silent; when the queen with her tcme 
of prompt dedaion, exclaimed, 

^^ It is absolutely necessary, Sir, to say some- 
thing or odier.^ The king at length said — 

<^ Then tell Mcmneur d^nisdal that I cannot 
consent to the plan for carrying me off.'' 

The queen, who saw through the irresolution 
which prompted this dubious answer, hoped 
by a turn of pronundation and emphasis to con- 
vey an approbation in the very words of refusal. 

^* You hear, Sir,*^ said she to the gentleman; 
^you hear the king'^s reply; and you will not 
fail to tell it to Monaeiu* d'Inisdal faithfully.-^ 
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The king cannot consent that they carry him 
off.'' 

The gentleman retired ; and the queen imme- 
diately set about her preparations for flight ; not 
doubting for a moment that the zeal of the party 
in the plot would make them interpret favom^ 
ably the words which she had so pointedly ut- 
tered. She was busied till midnight packing up 
h^ jewels and the few other valuable articles 
which she meant to take with her ; and for seve- 
ral hours after she paced her chamber with anx- 
ious steps, looked out at the windows into the 
stillness of the courts and gardens, and could 
not persuade herself that the project was aban-* 
doned, until the streaks of morning light sepa- 
rated the grey clouds, and dimmed the flame of 
her solitary lamp. 

, Cornelius, who had worked up his feelings to 
that intense pitch suited to an enterprize, in 
which he felt his whole hopes at stake, waited in 
inlent impatience at the post which was assigned 
to him. Bryan stood firmly beade his master,^ 
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not knowing what was coming to pass— but ready 
to brave any thing, so backed. It is unnecessary 
to dwell on the deep (Usa]:qpointment of our hero, 
when Count d'Inisdid came to the place of ren- 
dezvous about eleven o^clock; and relating to 
the trusty band assembled for his purpose, what 
had passed at the palace, and speaking bitterly 
of the king, he exclaimed — *< I understand him 
— he wishes by this conduct to anticipate conse- 
quences, and throw the whole blame on us who 
devote ourselves for him." A short consultation 
ensued, and the attempt was totally abandcmed. 
This failure disheartened the hopes of the 
royalists. New plans were imagined, but none 
advanced towards completion. Advice of all 
kinds was daily offered to the queen, but nothing 
was effected for her relief. She would in nothing 
separate herself and her fate Ax>m that of the 
king and her children. Dangers pressed (m, but 
found her undaunted; and dne night, when 
Louis, alarmed for her safety by some. random 
shotd fired on the terrace of the Tuileries, flew 
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to her bed room, and found her in the children's 
aparttnents, and holding the Dauphin in her 
arms, he said, somewhat hurriedly — ^* I have 
been looking for you— you have agitated me.^ 
She replied, shewing him her son, " I was at my 
post." 

As Cornelius's participation in the attempt of 
Oount d'^Inisdal was not known to Father O'Col-- 
logan, he escaped the reproaches which the 
worthy Priest would no doubt have poured on 
him, for not in some way procuring him a share 
in it — and Bryan, even in his confesdons, kept 
to the last the secret which he had been in a very 
slight way admitted to, but whidi he justly con^ 
sidered as no sin of his, whatever might have 
been its object. Cornelius had for several months 
received alarming accounts of hi» father's health, 
and he had frequent struggles with himself on 
the question of flying to his parent, or remaining 
near the queen. Each letter that he recdved 
filled him with anxi^y, and no sooner had he 
read it, than he resolved to set off immediately ; 
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but one thou^t oi her — one imagined scene of 
the dangers which surrounded her--one view of 
the picture which he wore next his heart, was 
su£Scient to destroy all his filial ardour for the 
time, and he instantly began to reason with him^ 
self on the over anxious view which he took of 
his father's illness, and to convince himself that it 
eould not be as serious as he feared at first. 

But one letter at length arrived, which roused 
him from this state, and put an end to hb self- 
deceiving sophistries. It was from the Aoman 
Catholic clergyman of the parish in which his 
father's estate stood, and it gave so alarming an 
account of this dear parent, that Cornelius was 
filled with the conviction of the neces^ty of his 
presence at home. He gave himself no time f<»r 
reflection, but wrote hurriedly yet deci^ely to 
Father O^ CoUogan to come to him on the narrow 
to receive his farewell, and he next proceeded to 
Paris to entreat, through his firiend at the palace, 
the honor of being admitted to take leave of the 
queen, having first demanded her permission to 
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absent himself from her service, and stating the 
urgent nature of the duty that called him away. 
It happened that Just at this juncture two other 
of the Garde-du-Corps, who had, with him, bled 
in the^ defence of the palace of Versailles, were 
about to quit Paris by the particular orders of 
the queen, for their lives had been more than 
once endangered, by their resolute defence of her 
in public parties, where her reputation had been 
assailed. They acted from the bold impulse of 
duty, which told them to court all dangers in jus- 
tification of her honor. Their attachment was 
not of that deep and speechless kind, which 
prompts the possessor to his own preservation on 
common occasions, as his first duty to her whose 
service may require the sacrifice of his life on 
some momentous crisis. Marie Antoinette, anx* 
ious to ^ve the most positive token of her grati- 
tude to these her gallant defenders, had appoint* 
ed this very evening of Cornelius's sohcited in- 
terview, to receive them in the palace in the pre- 
sence c^ the King and Madame Elizabeth. It 
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was an opportune occ»don for granting the same 
honor to our hero.; and it was arranged that the 
three brave comrades should make their appear^ 
ance together. 

At eight o^clock that evening, they were punc- 
tual to the time appointed, and entering the 
palace secretly, and one by one, they met together 
in the apartment of one of the que^i's confiden- 
tial attendants.* This lady having received them 
graciously, requested them in the queen^s name 
to accept whatever sum they might severally re- 
quire to enable them to quit Paris. Ccnuelius's 
two companions, took each of them a small sum 
in gcid from the open box, which the lady held in 

* Aitiiough no name is mentioned in Cornelius's manu- 
script, it seems probable that this was Madame Campan. 
In her Memoirs she mentions a circumstance similar to this 
interview ; but it might not have been the same, as she only 
specifies two Gardes-du-Corps. ITiough the account of 
what passed, being almost verbatim the same as hers, it is 
more likely that this was the scene she describes, and that 
^ forgot the exact number of actors in it. 
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her hands, but he refused respectfully, and with 
gratitude, stating that a remittance had reached 
him that very morning, which left him ample 
means of making his journey. Had it not been 
so, he too would have freely taken from the 
stock which was, as it should have been, com- 
mon to tlie friends of the hapless owner. 

In a few minutes the door of the chamber 
opened, and the king, the queen, and Madame 
Elizabeth entered. The three guardsmen bowed 
with profound respect, and our hero felt his heart 
thn>b, and his eyes swim, as had been usual with 
him on former occasions, of immediate inter- 
views with the queen. She sat down in an arm 
chair, behind which stood the attendant lady ; 
Madame Elizabeth occupied another close to her ; 
the king walked towards the fire-place, and stood 
with his back resting against the mantel-piece ; 
the three young men stood facing their royal 
master ; for they owned him still as such, power- 
less as he had become. 

The queen looked repeatedly towards the king. 
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as if encouraging him to speak, but finding that 
his timidity i/rould not allow him to break the 
ulence, which was throwing an awkward £ur of 
formality over a scene that was meant to be as 
familiar, as was consistent with her own and her 
husband's dignity, she spoke as follows : — 

" Grentlemen, the king, as well as myself, has 
wished to see, before yoiu* departure, such gallant 
friends as you have proved yourselves to be to 
us. We feel, all of us, how much we owe to 
the courageous attachment, which most probably 
saved our lives. We trust that this interview 
may be as gratifying to you, as it is to us. We 
deeply feel our obligation to you all.'^ 

Her voice faltered a httle, when one of Come- 
lius^s companions took advantage of the moment 
to express in a few well chosen words and a col- 
lected manner, the devoted fidelity of himself 
and his friends, and their proud sense of the 
honor they then enjoyed. 

** My brother,'' said Madame Elizabeth, 
'^ wants language to express himself as you 
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deserve, gentlemen, and as he feels, — you perceive 
his emotion.'*' And, in fact, it was observable ; 
for though he did not speak one word, his eyes 
were filled with tears, and his lips quivered in 
his vain attempts at utterance. 

The queen was embarrassed at this new proof 
of the king's tenderness. It was a moment for 
the bold and manly expression of his thoughts. 
But his nerves were not able to bear the weight 
of his feelings ; and she spoke again : — 

" Now, gentlemen, it is necessary that we 
retire : nor must you be seen here. You knolv 
our situation : we must only patiently bear it, and 
pray to Heaven |br the bright day when we may 
burst from it. This has been a short interview, 
but it has proved to you what we feel, as well as 
could have been done by an age of more cerenlo* 
nious display. Farewell, gentlemen ! Be cau- 
tious of your own safety,— we may want your 
aid again. Farewell." 

The guards retired. Cornelius would have 
given worlds for the power of uttering one word, 
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but his thoughts seemed to die away in their pas- 
sage from his brain to his iip6» and as if their 
energy dissolved through his whole frame, he 
trembled with the force of his agitation. The 
king went out of the room followed by Madame 
Elizabeth ; and as Cornelius closed the door by 
which he and his companions retired, he heard 
the queen say to the lady, whom she drew to- 
wards a recess,—^* I am mortified and sorry that 
I brought him here — so is Elizabeth, I am sure. 
— Had he but said to these brave young men 
but half what he thinks of them, they would be 
wild with joy ; — ^but he cannot conquer his fatal 
shyness." ^ 

** How little," thought Cornelius, " was the 
expression of his sentiments necessary — ^for one 
of us, at least !** 

We must pass hurriedly over the leave-taking 
with Father O'CoUogan, as well as the ecstasies of 
Bryan Mulcahie, at the prospect of once more 
seeing his " ould mother, the ould castle, and 
the ould master,^ and turning his back, as he 
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said, upon " the demteful^ country, where they 
cried long life to the king, while they swore 
they'd be the death of him ; and took off their 
bats and made a low bow to a man, while they 
put a rope about his neck, and tucked him up 
to a lamp-iron, v 

Cornelius's preparations for departure were 
soon completed. He took but few things of any 
kind with him, — the rest he left with the priest ; 
and in a state of disorder which he purposely 
chose, to prove to himself that his absence was to 
be a short one. He hastened every movement to 
the very utmost point of despatch. He gave 
neither himself nor Bryan time for one regular 
meal. The post-horses were driven at their 
greatest speed ; and the winds and tides were too 
slow, even when most favorable, for the rapid 
progress of his wishes. He gave thought no 
breathing-time ; nor did he venture to look back 
one instant on the scenes he was quitting. His 
whole eflForts were to keep his mind on the stretch, 
in picturing what was to come ; for he feared 
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that if it once reverted to the idolized object he 
left behind, his high-wrought resolutions would 
dissolve before the magic touch of memory. In 
this war with his own inclinations — sleepless — ^un- 
refreshed, and every way wretched, he performed 
his journey by land, and his short sea voyage, 
and once more touched his native soil, and wound 
his way along the road which led to his long- 
loved home. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

CoENELius had been absent exactly a year, 
and the powerful changes which that period had 
eifected in the whole constitution of his mind 
produced a corresponding appearance in every 
thing which now met his view. At every step, 
he saw the same desolate wretchedness, yet 
nothing was altered which he had been accus- 
tomed to witness from his earliest years ; but the 
strong contrast formed by the splendid misery 
he had been so lately in the midst of, gave an air 
of tenfold loneliness to the landscape around 
him. His father^s house stood in a wild part 
of the country, where a heart-broken race of 
peasantry seemed to have caught their tone from 
the bleak and cheerless aspect of the scenes they 
lived in. Rude hills, extensive plains, and 
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dreary bogs, were bounded by the ocean ; while 
the old castle, from which the ancestors of our 
hero looked defiance on the surrounding tracts, 
stood forth a solitary illustration of the uncivi- 
lized region over which it frowned. 

As our hero slowly moved along followed by 
Bryan, on horses hired at the town where they 
landed, he suddenly caught the view of his 
paternal residence ; and its old round tower, 
gloomily contrasting with the modem building 
in which twenty years of his young life had 
glided away, brought his mind back at once to 
those remote associations which a few eventful 
months had for the time almost effaced. Every 
sceae and every sensation of his early days 
seemed renewed. Actions and thoughts re- 
turned upon him in all the vividness of their 
first existence, and unlike the mere reflection of 
memory. He inhabited once more the world 
of his natural feelings ; and his late adventures, 
and the deep passions which arose from events 
that looked unreal^ now swept before his mind 
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as the phantom pageantry of a virion. Every 
object which met his view spoke of his boyish 
days. The mountains, the plains, and the sea„ 
brought home to him the bursts of opening 
dehght which kept pace with his first field 
sports and ocean excui*sions. Every tree or 
rivulet or rock which varied his rugged road, 
spoke a diction famihar to his fancy, and he 
appeared to hold converse with a crowd of old 
imaginings. The dreams of his boyhood came 
rising into fresh life before him, his energetic 
grief at his country's degradation, and the wild 
schemes of redress in which his musings were 
wont to abound. In the midst of all, the recol- 
lection of his father was mingled — in figiure, 
gesture and words— his heart was expanding 
in the warmth of filial love, and he started and 
stopped in his reverie, for it seemed to him that 
his father's form had actually met his eyes. He 
turned round short, recalled to the observance of 
his actual situation by this hcHme touch of fancy, 
and he asked Bryan if he had seen any thing. 
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Poor Bryan found it difficult to replj to the 
question, for his mind had been undergoing a 
process somewhat ^milar to that of his master ; 
but his feelings, less acted on by visionary flights, 
and oppressed with some superstitious sentiment 
of evil, had been silently dissolving in a flood of 
tears. When he recovered himself sufficiently 
to speak plainly, he told Cornelius that ^^ he saw 
nothing but the model of his poor ould mother 
which was continually crossing his path, and 
he was sure that her Fetch if she was living, or 
her spirit if she was dead, had been every 
minute at his elbow ever since he mounted the 
unlucky black baste that his legs were hanging 
at each side of." This ludicrous avowal of a 
state of agitation so like his own acted on Cor- 
nelius better than all the reasoning in the world 
could have done ; and putting spurs to his horse 
he went forward briskly, blushing at the self- 
knowledge of his weakness. 

As he approached the precincts of his home, 
every thing wore a deserted air. It was but 
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Httle later than noon, yet the cabins Were shut 
up, the ploughs and other implemeiits of labour 
lay unemployed in the fields, the cattle wandered 
at random, and no inhabitants weife to be seen. 
Phantasies of all kinds crossed Cornelius's brain. 
Fears of some calamity pressed upon him, and 
he unwillingly found that the most supersti- 
tious notions were forcing themselves into hifr 
mind. He rode on the faster — as if in search of 
some explanation, but every one appeared to 
have purposely fled from his path. At length, 
emerging from a little grove of oak, which skirted 
the road at each side, dose to the foot of the 
hill on which the old castle stood, he heard a 
wild cry come faintly down, which carried to his 
ears the well known death-wail, and seemed to 
vibrate through his frame. 

"Good God! Bryan, did you hear that?'* 
cried he ; " 'tis my father.'' 

" No, no. Master Comalius, there's no fear erf 
him — ^it Wasn't him that swept past us just now 

VOL. II. o 
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on that blast ot wind. It Wt tfou that'fe an 
orphan this blessed hour^ God lidp me !"* 

" What do jou mean, Bryan P'' said CameUus, 
glad to catch at even the chance of denial, which 
the wild superstition of his companion gave to 
his fears. 

^' Don't ask me, Master Comatins, donH ask 
qoe— she's gone — I saw her and hard her — anct 
she seemed to touch me as she passed by. 
Listen, there's the keening agfdn ! the Lord rest 
her sowl !** 

And again the wailings were carried towards 
them by the breeze, louder and more lengthened 
than befcH^. Cornelius shuddered as he forced 
onwards at full gall<^, yet clung in the midst of 
his fears to the hope that it was Biyan and not 
he who was parentless. In a few minutes more 
he was in sight of the court-yard in front of the 
house, and he saw it thronged with people of 
both sexes, the female part keening^ (as it is 
called) wringing their hands, tearing their hair. 
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ahd shewing every symptom of sorrow wbidi is 
displayed in that part of the country on the 
death (^ a friend or protector. 

No room for doubt now existed in ComdiusV 
mind as to the loss of his parent, yet he dis- 
tractedly asked of the men who crowded round 
him as, he flulig himself off his horse, ^^ where 
is my dear &]bher — is he indeed gone ?" 

^«0h, Master CcHfQalius, is it your honor 
tha^s in it?" " Oh, the Lord save you, my jewel, 
is it to-day you're corned back to see this sorrow* 
ful sight P*^ and many such torturing exclama- 
ticms biM^t from several lips. 

" You distract me,"*' cried our hero ; ** tell me 
the truth for heavpn's sake, where is my father.^ 
Is he, oh tell n^, is he dead P" 

*^ Sure enough he's dead, plaie your honor, 

or as good as dead^ for i^i^ther Keeggn is giving 

him the last sarvice; the Lord be marciful to 

him, fer he was a good ;]XMij;{t«ri ^ us !^' said one 

.of the weeping men* 

Cornelius could listen tone ifiore. He rushed 
oS 
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into the house, and proceeded up stairs to the 
room where he knew his father always slept. 
At the door he found a crowd of women, howl- 
ing in doleful chorus ; and entering the room he 
perceived the parish priest devoutly praying at 
the bed-side, his eyes closed, and the materials 
used in the last rituals for the dying standing 
beside him. Two candles were burning on the 
table close by, and by the feeble light which 
they emitted, mingling with the partial day- 
light that fell through the window curtains, he 
saw the pale, emaciated, and death-like counte- 
nance of his father, who lay stretched on the 
bed, while his own nurse, Bryan's mother, knelt 
beside, scarcely less ghastly, with dishevelled 
hair and streaming eyes. 

The noise made by Cornelius in bursting into 
the room, and the exclamation which he could 
not suppress as he saw the deathly expression of 
his father's face, made the nurse and the priest 
both start from their places. When the old. 
woman perceived him, she involuntarily ejacu- 
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lated his name^ which was repeated by the priest 
in a Ume of equal astonishment. At the sound 
of this dear-loved name, the father, on whom 
the hand of death had been just laid, but not 
with force enough to crush him, opened his 
languid eyes, cast a look around the room, re- 
cognized his son-^and was restored by that glance 
to the existence whidi his fbllf>wers had prema- 
turely supposed extinct. He started up in his 
bed, and though unable to articulate, he <qpened 
wide his arms, and received the warm and tendor 
embraces of his son, who fek as though he held 
to his breast a being aris^i from the grave. 

The effect of this momentary and miraculous 
scene was immense upon the astonished pnest, 
— ^but to the feeble frame and superstitious 
mind of the poor nurse it was fatal. Her 
dreams of the preceding night, as worn out 
with watdiing she dozed by her master's bed, 
had all turned on Cornelius and her scm ; and 
dangers and death in a thousand diapes bad 
flitted before her brain, wliich was prepared fer 
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8Uoh fancies by the scene of threatened dissolu- 
tioii which lay before her. Presentiments of the 
worst had afflicted her the whole morning ; and 
as shie watched the gradually decreasing light 
of her master^s eyes, and saw* the pallid hues 
of what she thought inevitaUe death stealing 
fast over his face, she gave up all hope, and had 
communicated to the anxious followers watching 
outside her belief that all was over. Prone to 
recdve the intelligence of ill, the wild cry 
sounded the death of the reyered su£Perer, and 
the poor nurse thus confirmed in her fears, with- 
out bong able to distinguish the truth that the 
one sprung J&om the other, had bowed her. head 
in the long dreaded certainty. The appearance 
of Ck>melius — his warn out and agitated lode — 
the sudden starting up of his father— and, in 
short, the whcde combination around her pro- 
diioed a shock, of vidence suffident to shake a 
firmar mind and stronger frame ; and between 
gri^, terror, and amazement, she sunk senseless 
on the floor. 
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T^he priest called abcid for help, and many of 
the people without hurried iiito the diamba\ 
The greater part of these as rapidly retreated, 
on seeing tiiiat they helleved the dead body of 
thdr. master sitting npright in the embraces of 
Cornelius. A few, more refute, following the 
directions of the priest, lifted the expru^ nur^e 
and bore her put into the air. Bryan, whose 
terrified anticipations had convinced him that 
his- mother was dead, had been overjoyed al 
having his eager enquiries on his arrival an- 
swered so favorably as to his parentis state; 
yet his happiness was deeply dashed with sorrow 
at the new's of his old master^s death,. which 
accompanied the glad tidings. He burst into 
tears, the ready expression of his mingled emo- 
tions, and was slowly preparing to mount the 
stairs, which his young master had so rapidly 
^UBcended, muttering prayers for die dead and 
blessings for the living, when he was met by 
s€«ne of the fast-retreating peasants, who, terrified 
and. astonidied, were incoherently exclaiming. 
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*^ He*i aliire! he's alive ! The ouU mast^ is 
alive again— or his ghost's corned already to 
take master Comalius away. He's alive, he's 
alive yet— or his sfnnt is there, one of the two." 

Next came the body of the nm*se, borne by 
a couple of sturdy peasants, and surrounded by 
the women. 

** What's that you have there wid you ?" cried 
Bryan with straining eyes as he recognized his 
cfying mother. 

<^ Who else would it be but P^gy Mulcahie, 
your own moth^ ?" replied one of the men. 

** What's the matter wid her?" felteringly 
asked Bryan. 

<^ Nothing but a finght at seeing the mas- 
ter's ghost, or himself still alive—if if s him 
that's in it." 

« She's dead, she's d«d,'' cried Bryan ; « let 
me near her, let me lode at her:— she's dead» 
die's dead!" 

"Och, it's only the fri^t," cried the »nv 
rounding group; all pressing dose round the 
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dying woman, and shiittmg out all chance of 
her recovery. 

"It's no fright— it's death, I tell yiz all it's 
death that's on her," replied Bryan, in that 
tone of sorrowful energy which in ah Irishman 
generally assumes the air of anger — " I knew 
she was to die — I saw her cross me three times 
on the road — and I heard her death-cry in th^ 
blast — I knew it, I knew it all, wirishthrew, 
wirishthrew !'' 

Bryan's prophetic exclamations called their 
accompUshment with them. The hsteners, con^ 
yinced by the tokens which he reported himself 
to have had, that poor Peggy Mulcahie's fate 
was out of the reach of cure, gave her up as 
lost, and did not sitteinpt any of those remedies 
which in such a case might have saved her. 
They stooped ovar her with stifling anxiety — 
shut out every breath of air — offered not the 
least relief— and saw the convulsions which ter- 
minated her life, without feeling the conviction 
o 3 
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that they m^t themselves be conadered in a 
negative degree her murderers. 

For several months after this day of arrival, 
Comeliua^s father lingered cm in that state of 
breatlnng lasntude which can sdCrcdy be called 
existence, when a whisper of air might be thought 
sufficient to sm^ the fragile thread of life. Cor- 
ndius watched by his father's bed with incessant 
care, and medicined to him those asnduities 
which smooth the sloping descent to the grave. 
He gave his whole time to this sacred duty ; but 
his attentions were the mechanical results of 
affecti<Hi— for his mind was far away. He saw 
his father shrink and wither before his eyes, so 
silently and softly, that the palpable approach 
of death was not perceived— but the life of the 
i^ufferer seemed to fade away like the hues of 
a drooping flower. There was nothing in this 
state to rouse the positive energies of our heron's 
soul ; and he appeared to himself as if partaking 
of that Numbering decay which fell across bis 
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father^s tcme and look) as tbe shades of evenkig 
sank upon the landscape which opened out be- 
fore him. But his active thoughts were busily 
employed, fiE^shioning into shapes of wildest 
fantasy those visions of imagined scenes which 
floated incessantly before him. She whom be 
adored was ever in prominent display, the pas- 
sive inspiration of a world of moving wonders. 
In the heat of Corneliuses enthusiasmt number- 
less events were every moment springing into 
fancied existence, and all had reference to some- 
what of her happiness and greatness. In all Ae 
was the leading, actor— »all was suec^ and tri- 
umph, and delight — and while he. thus cheated 
himself from the dark view of the destiny owr- 
hang^ng her and him, and brought h^, as it 
were, within his mental grai^ the object of bis 
real cares sunk almost imperceived from be- 
neath his gaze, which looked widdy into the 
futurity of an ima^nala<»i that was morepower- 
ful than fact When the event took place, and 
the last glimmering of life expired, and left him 
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fatherless, he could scarcely beBeve the eridence 
of senae ; for deatbi as he had heretofore seen 
it, had been the result of violence, and accom- 
panied Iby fierce strugglings. He looked long 
on the breathless form that seemed quietly to 
ideep before him, watching with intense incerti- 
tude for the signs which were to announce the 
apirit^s flight from earth. We must not dwell 
on his anguish, when doubt was hushed by the 
livid tracks of death, as the tjrrant set his stamp 
upon the mass of mortal day ; nor can we follow 
to the grave the sad procession, whose lamenta- 
tions rung through the groves and valleys in a 
thousand echoes. 

During the interval between Cornelius's ar- 
fival at home, and hb parent's death, Father 
O'Ccdlc^an kept up a constant correspondence, 
narrating in hb own peculiar way the events 
that were but imperfectly detailed in the public 
pap^s. The gloomy tone of the priest's com- 
munications had no ill eflPect on the enthusias- 
^ hopoi of bis young friend, who considered 
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the beauty, the courage, and the virtue of Marie 
Antoinette, a talismanic combination suffident 
to render powerless the worst efforts of fate. 
Impressed with this de^planted notion, he 
had no fears for her safety ; but when his fa- 
ther's death dissolved the only tie which kept 
him from her service, he determined to return 
to it with a sole and efifectual devotion. To 
attain this great object, he formed the resolution 
of selling every part of his small property in 
Ireland, with the exception of the venerated 
mansion where he and his ancestors had been 
born, and that gloomy spot in the lone burial- 
ground, where his father's body had been just 
laid to moulder with the ashes of his race. This 
proceeding was not one of immediate or easy 
completion. The fonns of law required long 
delays, and the proceedings of lawyers did not 
shorten them. Purchasers enough were to be 
found, and competition ran high among those 
greedy sharks who fatten on the sacrifices of the 
imprudent, the genero>is, and the unfortunates 
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Conielius^s property therefore wAd well; and 
he remitted the whole amount of its produce to 
France, determined to embark his fortune with 
his life in the glorious hazard of ^ving freedom 
to the idol of his earthly worship. He weighed 
well the dangers he was about to encounter, not 
for his own sake, but for that of others, and he 
was resolved that none of those to whom he was 
so dear, and whom he was on the point c^ 
abandoning, perhaps, for ever, should have cause 
even to suspect his purpose ; for he knew that the 
shock of an event which is irrevocable, produces 
much less misery than the preparatory pangs of 
anudpation. The sale was, therefore, secretly 
effected, and the faithful band of tenants and 
foUowers who had watched him from his cradle 
as their own and his house's hope, were pas- 
sively transferred to the protection and service of 
new and unhonored masters. This proceed* 
ing affected Cornelius's feelings, but did 
not move his resoluticm. It rather added firm- 
ness to his mind, which thus shook off tht 
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Strongest of all shdekleS) in freeing itself 
from the association of old habits and early 
friends. 

Cornelius saw the day arrive wMch was to 
separate him from his home, with the desperate 
intensity of resolution that wants but the echo 
of some old remembered thought to shake it 
into air. But he had wound his mind up to a 
pitch beyond the reach of recollections. Every 
feeling was concentrated and fixed, and he looked 
onwards towards his purpose with that unflinch- 
ing exertion of the will which is the leading 
faculty of ev^ resolute mind. Under pretence 
of a hurried journey for the arrangement of 
some affairs, be despatched, a small packet of 
clothes and necessaries, by the speediest convey* 
ance, to one of those provincial southern ports, 
from whence he had ascertained the sailing, on a 
certain day^ of a vessel for France. 

He mounted his horse, and parted from 
Bryan, who held his stirrup unconscious of Jiis 
purpose, with a suddai pang, that cwxie nearer 
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than any be had previously felt to the sensation 
which alone could decompose his projects. He 
clapped spurs to his horse, and only stopped 
him at the entrance of the desolate burying- 
ground, where he had still one spot of earth to 
call his own. He alighted, and tying his horse 
to a gate, which swung back on its creaking 
hinges as he touched it, he stept across the rude- 
ly formed graves, waded through the weeds and 
long grass which were matted together in the 
intervals between the mounds, and unheeding 
trod down many of the flowers, and white paper 
garlands planted by the sorrowing rustics, who 
were thus doomed on their next visit to the 
solemn spot, to many a superstitious pang at 
finding their simple offerings cast down and 
withered, by a touch which they, no doubt, 
deemed unearthly. Cornelius reached the little 
antique monument, which had been erected cen- 
turies before, and which was consecrated in his 
mind by all the natural feelings of family pride 
and love. There he knelt for a while ; and ia- 
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yoking the shade of his late lost father, and 
letting his mind glance back one instant across 
ages of material facts, he seemed to mix in mo- 
mentary communion with the shades of his 
ancient race, and swore, with uplifted hands 
and eyes, that he would perforjoi some action 
worthy of their name and his. That short mo- 
ment of unreal existence past, he returned into 
his actual self; and, with his every thought 
bent forward to his one great purpose, he hur- 
ried on his journey, and arrived in Paris, full 
of the swelling energy which leads to daring 
enterprise, to glory, (»r destruction. 


S06 THE PRIEST, AHD 


CHAPTER XIII. 

«« Well thett, the blesang of Heaven be 
about you, for ever and ever, my darling boy ! 
Then you're come back to me oiice more! 
Miirther alive, but you^re looking pale and 
thin! what has passed over you? And your 
eyes! By the powers they seem darting and 
burning in through mef And you're come! 
And your poor dear father, he's gone ! The 
Lord receive him, and the Virgin, and Saint 
Patrick, and all the army of martyrs — ^for bad 
luck to the other that ever desarved to be with 
them better nor he. Oh, Comalius, Comalius, 
my darling, but Pm glad to clap my eyes on 
you again ! but sorrow'^s the bit I can see of you 
now — ^for you'^re swimming and dancing in the 
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\ng drops thaf s rising up between you and me. 
Sould all your fortune ! — and kept the castle — 
and the monummt— and the grave in the ould 
burial ground! — and sent all the heaps of 
money over to Paaris in a letter! why then 
think o^hat ! O murther, miuther, and it's your- 
self that's to the fore after all !'' 

Such was the greeting of Father O^Collogan, 
and his running commentary on his friend^s 
appearance and conduct, when he received him 
into his open arms, at the office of the coach 
which carried him to Versailles. Cornelius re- 
plied by a cordial embrace ; and he begged of 
the priest to inform him truly of those particu- 
lars of the queen's situation whidi he had only 
hastily learned as be passed through Paris. 
But thi^ was not consistent with his companion's 
plan of ccmversadonal tact He had a round- 
about way of coming to any point, and my 
readers know already that Ireland lay constantly 
ia his road. On the present occasion, . the 
recent arrival of Comdius from that dear loved 
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spot of SO many recollections seeoied to draw 
the good priest's feelings to it by a closer tie-*— 
and he could not resist the overflowings of his 
hearty which swept away for a time every 
thought connected with other topics. To Cor- 
nelius's anxious enquiries he replied, ^^ Oh, 
botheration ! my boy, don''t be after talking to 
me about kings and queens and royal families — 
I can think of nothing at all, at all, but yourself 
and my darling country, — just for all the world 
like Ovid, — 

Nescio qud natale solum dtUcedine cunctot 
Ducit et immemores non stmt etse sui,^^ 

I know not how it is, not I, ; 

TlMrt Ireland's always in my eye — 
^ But somehow evar it my fate it 
To think of bog and fog and grog. 
Strong arms, warm hearts. 
And maily praties! 

" Oh, thunder and fire, my jewel, let us talk 
about ould Erin ! how is she getting on ?^may be 
she's better— -she can't be worse,*^and you were 


THE GARDE-DU-COKPS. 809 

there the other day — Think o'that! why the 
very smell of the turTs on the soles of your 
shoes ! and youVe sowld all, and quit her for 
ever ! but you'*ll go back to be buried, any how, 
or you wouldn't have kept the monumint. Oh 
my poor country ! that's the way every thing 
good forsakes you— and the divil a bad thing 
can live in it, barring its Englefied traitors, — not 
as much as a snake. Nulltis hie anguiSy fiec 
venenatum quicqtuimy says ould Camden, no 
thanks to him for the same, the Sassanach ! 

Nothing venomous lives in the land, by the mass. 
And ^tis there that youUl ne*er find a snake in the grass. 

But she breeds plenty of human vipers to sting 
the mother that hore them, God knows ! and 
Bede, what does the venerable Bede say ? 

** Nullus Hi serpens vivere valeat^^"" 

Let a sarpent smell the soil — no more — 
And he*Il die without even touching the shore. 

I wonder how the divil Strongbow and King 
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William and the likes of them, got landed, bad 
luck to them ! but there'^s no use in talking^—- 
a day will come !" 

And with this prophecy, fiercely announced, 
Father O'CoUogan relapsed into the state of 
angry meditation which the mention of Ireland 
and the memory of her wrongs were always sure 
to create ; so certainly indeed, that one might 
have supposed he only indulged in the subject 
for the sake of putting himself into a passion. 

Cornelius, who knew his ways, contrived to 
soothe him by degrees, and soon softened the 
asperities of his temper and brought fresh tears 
into his eyes, by some touching details of his 
father's remembrance of him ; by a mention of 
poor Bryants loss and subsequent grief; and 
finally by the aid of that very bottle of native 
whiskey, of which I partook, as the reader may 
remember, some twenty years later, on the day 
of my first meeting with the worthy priest. 

Our hero soon made himself master of every 
subject of information confiecfaed widi the qneieii. 
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and very speedily made known to her, through 
the former channel of his communications, that 
he had returned with life and fortune dedicated 
to her use. We must not stop to trace the 
tnany trials which put his fidelity to the proof, 
nor the various frustrated plans for relief to the 
royal sufferel:^, in which Cornelius was an actor. 
No want of money h&ng experienced by them, 
his funds remained untouched and secure, and 
he lived with the greatest frugality ; holding his 
property, as a sacred trust, for some urgent 
circumstance of want, which he now began to 
foresee hung over the king and queen. 

When he arrived this second time in France, 
the year 1791 was far advanced, and many of 
those hurrjring events had taken place which 
brought the royal family so quickly down the 
rapid gradations of their ruin — ^the first Fede* 
ration of July 1790, when half a million of 
spectiUors ran riot in the confusion of what they 
ca&ed loyalty and patriotism, but which was, in 
fai^t, but the remains of servile adcration to the 
name of <^ King,"^ mixed with an ignorant eiith^« 


3XS THE FKIEST, ASD 

siasm for that of ^' Country "" — the revdit of 
the guards in the sjMring following, when Louis 
was stepped on his attempted departure for 
Saint Cloud, and his extensive prison, of all 
France, changed for the limited OMifinement of 
the Tuileries — the flight to Varennes, in June 
1791 > the arrest of the King, and its consequent 
effects, of utter alienaUon on the people and 
total despair upon the queen ; when, finding all 
the efforts of her courage futile, she gave her- 
self up for awhile as abandoned by heaven as 
well as man, and her beautiful profusion of 
golden hair was in one day tiurned to silver 
white, by the usurping touch of grief, which 
snatched the transmuting wand from the loosened 
grasp of time : — and finally, among these epochs 
of misfortune, came, in September, 1791, the 
acceptance of the constitution by the king and 
the legislative assembly — which instead of a 
splendid union of power with liberty, was merely 
the mockery of a junction, which fore-ran the 
degradation of the one and the consequent abuse 
of the other. 
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The last of tliese events 'vms bailed (as wag 
Visual with every act which assembled the mul- 
dtude and gratified thdir viain-glc»iou^iess) with 
Acclamation, rejoicing, and the treacherous sem-* 
bknce of happiness. But it plunged ike actors 
of conceded royalty into deep sorrow. It dis- 
persed the calenture which had So Icmg deceived 
the monarch, and he saw in reality the booming 
Waves of ruin where he had heretofore imagti^ 
the vegetation of rational change. 

The various events thus hastily sketched)^ 
were the grand acts of the political drama which 
was obvious to the whole world ; but it must be 
left to the imagin^ion to iSgifre the hours df 
bittfer agony endured by the unlmppy pe4«0ft* 
ages who filled the parts of chirf victims in the 
tragedy. Independently of the positive misery 
inflicted on the royial femily, every evil that 
cruelty could heap on pride was accumulated to 
tjrush the spirit df the queen- She seemed to 
bear *' a charmed life'' agmnst the attempts of 
her ferocious enemies'^-and their only chance ct 
ridding themselves of her gallant opposition' to 
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their process of royal degradation, was to bow 
her down in the depths of humiliation. During, 
the pariod of our heroes absence from France, 
two avowed assasans were detected in designs, 
against her life. One was executed, contrary to 
her wish, and the other suffered to escape 
liurough her intervention. Various attempts to 
pmson her were frustrated by her faithful ser- 
vants — but although she went constantly into 
public and rejected all persua»on to wear armour, 
(such as the lung put on at the celebration of the 
anniversary of the Federation) there was a som^ 
dung .of protection in her own high bearing, that, 
as cm the aixth of Qctob^ at VerscuUes, must 
have paralyzed the many arms that seemed nerved 
to do her harm. Indignities too gross for record 
here were heaped on her with unflinching bru- 
tality. Nothing, in shcnrt, was left undone, even 
in her most domestic hours, that could be. 
wounding to a wcanan of a proud and delicate 
mind^ and indicative of moral turpitude and 
grossness on the part of her persecutors.. 

Such was the effect of these private atrocitiai 
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tipon the leadeis of the revolution^ whidi had 
already proved that a nation may buy even 
freedom at too high a price, that almost all who 
had capacity sufficient to distinguish its just 
boundaries, turned with remorse and pity towards 
the victims of their miscalculating enthusiasm. 

The king, his conduct and opinions, were 
universally overlooked, but every mind was 
bent upon his unfortunate consort. Mirabeau, 
La Fayette, Dumourier and Bamave,^ were one 
and all impressed widi the derire to save the 
monardiy and serve the queen. But they had 
destroyed their own power and could not acqiiire 
her confidence. One of her weaknesses was the 
deep disdain which confounded aU the revolu- 
tkHiists together, and marked them all as objects 
of hatred and distrust She listened to thdr 
proposals, but she rejected their advice, and 
doubted their rincerity — and thus threw away 
successively a hundred chances of relief. 

During all these struggles of wretchedness 
the queen'^s mind was in a state of utter misery 
"-(-but her temper was never ruffled, her coura^ 
p2 
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liot oDce cast down, nor ber bodilj healtb 
impaired. When one of licr attendants, on an 
ooeaiuon of sejious mental agitation, requested 
her to take some anU^asmodic drops, slie made 
that r^ly which must hare arisen from deep 
feding and deeper grief— ^ It is women who are 
kappy. whose nerves are subject to disease;^ but 
adil the workings of her mind wroi^ht a chai^ 
in her aj^pearanceas ^riking bb that produced by 
ill health. The grief which whitened her hair 
did n€>t leave her countenance untouched. Her 
features displayed it& stamp: she grew thin; 
«nd her eyes, so perpetually overflowing with 
•alt tears, become swdlen aiad red. 

Cornelias had been two or three days in Paris, 
Tainly endeavouring to pnxnire a sight of the 
queen> and was su&ring int^ise anxiety in his 
disappcuntment, when an evening was fixed for 
the puUic appearing ol the royal family at the 
Italian Opera. They had already aj^ared, 
since the acceptance of the Constitution, at the 
Theatre. Francois and the French Opera, and 
were remarkably well received. It was there- 
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fore determined that they should frequently^ 
shew themselves to the people, and high hopes- 
were entertained that the public mind might 
settle down into a state of rational loyalty, 

Cornelius was one of the first who took his 
station in the pit of the Italian Opera on the 
night in question. The house was soon filled ; 
and, . punctual to the appointed hour, the king, 
the queen, and the princess Elizabeth with their 
attendants entered their box. Their reception 
was good, notwithstanding that many emigra- 
tions had greatly reduced the number of the 
nobility, and that the theatre was filled with an 
audience not composed of what was formerly 
considered the higher ranks. But a strong 
feeling existed just then in favour of the royal 
party in the better classes of the people, for the 
struggle between them and the vilest, which 
ended in the triujnph of the latter, had not yet. 
taken place. 

Cornelius gazed for a long time on the only 
object which was visible for Aim, unconscious of. 
the applauding shouts which hailed her appeaiL 
p 3 
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ance ; and It was not till the perfonnance was 
far advanced, that be regained the composure 
necessary for a just understanding of what was 
going forward. The opera was proceeding 
tranquilly, and was nearly finished, when one 
of the lingers laid an unfortunate emphasis 
upon a line which contained the phrase ^^ oh 
bow I love my mistress," and accompanying the 
expresnon by a gesture of profound respect^ 
turned towards the queen's box. No sooner 
was the sound uttered than it became the signal 
for a desperate change in the unanimous tran* 
quillity which reigned in the theatre. Many of 
the audience understood Italian, which was the 
languiige of the performance ; while the transla* 
tions of the piece, printed with the original and 
scattered through the house, put almost every 
one in possession cf the sense of what was 
uttered. No sooner was the word Mhstress 
pronounced than several persons started up in 
the pit, by a simultaneous, and it might have 
been supposed concerted movement, and ex- 
claimed with violence, "No Mistress!*' "No 
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Master!" <* Liberty! Liberty!" These cries 
were instantly answered from the boxes by loud 
shouts of " Vive le Roir «« Ttve la Reiner 
" Vioe a jamais la Reine r The uproar was at 
its height, the performance stopped ; every one 
in the theatre rose in his place except she who 
was the unintentional cause of the tumult, and 
she sat with a calm and dignified look while all 
around her trembled with agitation or fear. 

Cornelius had been hitherto passive, feeling, 
but not acting in the scene, when a man beside 
him in the pit made himself particularly con- 
spicuous by his shouts oi "Liberty!'' "No 
Mistress!'' which he uttered with a menacing 
gesture directed against the queen. Our hero's 
blood mounted high — he could no longer restrain 
himself — but raising his arm he felled the in- 
suiter to the ground. This was the first blow 
struck, but the contest immediately became 
general and fierce. The great majority of the 
pit were opposed to the queen's party, but 
several of these jumped down from the boxes. 
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toad they made up in courage their defidency in 
number. 

Comdius easily defended himself against the 
ill directed attacks of his infuriated assailants; 
and while those who came to hb rescue struggled 
with their opponents in the French style of riot, 
scratching their faces, kicking their legs, and 
tearing the unpowdered locks of the Jacobins, 
which flew with the royalist curls profusely 
through the air, our hero pursued with perse- 
vering vengeance the man who had first roused 
his indignation into action. He seized him by 
the throat with one hand, and dealt with the 
other repeated blows, which his victim used no 
manly effort to avoid ; but he screamed hoarsely 
for mercy, and to Comelius'*s great astimishment 
addressed him by his name. Our hero ceased 
his assaults upon this directly personal appeal, 
and could scarcely credit his senses when his 
beaten foe whispered him that he was his former 
associate Armand. 

A few hurried words of recognition passed 
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between them, and Cornelius in his mnazement 
agreed to follow AmiMid from the theatre ; for 
the king and queen had retired during this 
alarming scene, and our hero was doubly anxious 
to see after her safety without the house, and to 
learn somewhat c^ the career of the altered and 
degraded being whom he accompanied. They 
made their way through the combatants, and 
as they Altered the street they saw the rojral 
carriages moving off at aquick pace, escorted by 
the national guards, and imobstructed by the 
mob, who had not yet heard the partictdars of 
what Iiad passed within* 

As Cornelius stared at his companion he 
could scarcely reconcile himself to the belief that 
he saw before him the once gay, flashy, well- 
dressed aristocrat, whose lace and ruffles and 
perfumery had made him conspicuous among 
the vain and haughty courtiers of Versailles, 
He was now pale and haggard ; his black hair 
hanging undressed upon his shoulders, his clothes 
of a vidgar pattern and fashion, and his whole 
person neglected and even dirty. Armand read 
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our hero's thoughts ; and as they stepped under 
a feebly lighted gateway, he abruptly said, ^^ I 
know what passes in your mind, Cornelius— but 
you must not think of me ; your own safety and 
the service of the unhappy que^i call loudly 
for a prompt atten^n to yourself. You see mc 
changed — every way but in oae respect ; I am 
8till,^can you believe me ? still deeply attached 
to my former benefactress. Do not reply to me 
by reproach or remark, but know that though 
publicly her foe, I labour mght and day to 
serve— or rather to save her.*" 

** What then are you, unhappy man, vaid& 
this altered garb ?^ asked Cornelius. 

'* Alas, I know not what r — answered Armand 
with a deep sigh ; but recovering his assumed 
air of probity, he qmckly added — " No, I am of 
no actual station — ^I am but a patriot, I sacrifice 
and suffer all things for my country^s good: 
but no matter, think not of me — ^your very life 
hangs on a hair. Your conduct in the theatre 
has sealed your fate if you are discovered. 
Thank God, your blows fell upon me ; but stiH 
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without instant measures of safety jou are lost. 
Your only chance is in trusting yourself to me.^ 

ComeUus was struck with the force and truth 
of these observations. He reflected a moment 
on the hazard to which he was exposed, and he 
determined to avail himself of the proffered aid 
of Armand. 

^ Will you give yourself up to me for this 
one night P'' asked the latter earnestly — "You 
have the choice between safety and destruction. 
Decide, will you ?*" 

" I will — I do," answered Cornelius with 
firmness. 

**You shall have no cause to repent,'' ex- 
claimed Armand. — ^* Follow me, and do in all 
things as I do. You must be initiated into the 
ranks of the patriots — you must be one of us 
in seeming — ^your safety and her's depend on 
your conduct — think and act afterwards as you 
wiir 

" I shall not flinch from any trial,'' cried 
Cornelius — " embarked in the adventure, I will 
go through with it*' 
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** Eaougb^^ said Armand, **you are saved.— 
Now for the meeting of the lUamiiiati !^' 

At the sound of t|us name Cornelius started 
and shrunk back. He had heard of thdir h(»rid 
crgies, and knew their desperate de»gns. 

^^ You hesitate ?'* said Armand — ^*you need 
not fear, for I have gone through it alL^ 

** Fear/' cried Cornelius contemptuously — 
" lead on," 

Armand took him by the arm, and they 
stepped quickly and silently on through the 
crowded streets, crossed the Place Louis XV., 
and the bridge, and soon gained the banks oi 
the river. 
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